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Of all created things, the loveliest 
And most divine, are children. 
— Wiliam Canton. 
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September ‘88. 
Hello Children! 


Gokulam is here again to fill your lives with 
laughter and learning. Reading is the quickest and 
most enjoyable way to learn, for you can find the 
information and pleasure that you seek immediately. 

Man is a creature of habit, and habits are best 
acquired when young. As we grow older we grow 
more set in our ways. That’s why they say you can't 
teach an old dog new tricks! 

If you wish to acquire the reading habit choose 
your books well. The books must be on subjects that 
interest you deeply. Force yourself to read at first and 
soon you will find that a book can be a wonderful 
companion. 

‘Our world seems to be in dire need of intelligent 
and well-informed young people. You will have great 
responsibilities to shoulder in the coming years. 
Reading can help you become aware of the world 
around you. and to face life with courage and fortitude 


With love, 











TALES BY LEO TOLSTOY 





7HEPOOLISH PEASANT 


QOrce upon a time lived a poor 
peasant, One day, he was 
hungry. So he bought a small loaf 
of bread and ate it, He was stil 
hungry. He boughta second small 
loaf and ate that, Then he bought 
a third small loaf and ate that too 
but even then he had not had 
enough toeat, Soheboughta ring 
roll and when he had eaten it,heat 
last felt satisfied, 
Then the peasant slapped his 
head and said, “What a fool | am! 


x 


Why ever did I waste my time eating 
those three loaves? I should have 
started off with the ring roll.” 





THE SQUIRREL AND THE WOLF _ 


Cree upon a time there lived a 
squirrel. She spent her days 
happily springing from bough to 
bough. Gne day she lost her 
balance and fell down right on top 
of wolf who wasasleep under the 
tree. The wolf jumped up and was 
about to eat her when the squirrel 


started to plead with him, tolether __ Some frogsheard the harescom- 
go. ing and plopped hastily into the 

“will let you go provided you water. At that, one of the hares 
answer this question, Why are Sid, "Stop my friends. Let us not 
squirrels are so jolly while 1 am drown ourselves. It must be even 
bored all day along?” asked the worse being a frog as they seem to 
wolf beafraid of us." The haresreturned 

“Let me go up into that tree first happily to their homes, 
and T'll answer you,” said the 
squirrel 

‘The wolflethergo, The squirrel 
jumped into the tree and said, “You 
are bored because you are so malic 
ous, Squirrels are always jolly 
because we are kind and never 
harm anyone,” 





WHAT /SARAKE? 


Ore upon a time a young man 
who lived in the town visited 
his father who lived in the country 

sie. His father said to him, “Itis 
harvest time, Just take that rake 
and we will be off!" 

Buttheson di notwanttowork, 
FHEMARESANDTHEF RIGS. \have been studying in town an 
THE HARES ANDTHE FROGS 'yave forgotten al thee peasant 
O)7e2 upon a time lived some words, Whatisarake?” heasked. 

unhappyhares, “Weare killed No sooner had he stepped out 
by people, dogs and eagles, It is into the yard than he stepped ona 
better to get it over with at once rake, It swung up and hit him on 
than to live in fear and tormentall the forehead. “Which stupid fool 
the time, Let us go and dtown put the rake here!” he shouted 
ourselves!" With these words the clutching his forehead in agony. 
hares ran off to throw themselves 
in the lake. Compiled by : G.S. Subramanian 





The steven ures of 


— 


ICHIBO 


Op Friday morning Iehibo met 
‘Amar just as they were entering 
school. "The first period is 
Grammar,” said Amar and sighed. 

“Let's have some fun, Amar,” 
said Ichibo. “I have an idea. Hurry!" 
They both ran to their classroom. 
It was early and no-one was there. 
Tchibo was quite tall, She took a 
piece of chalk and began to write 
on the blackboard. 

‘What is an adjective ? 
Adjectives describe Nouns 
‘And about them tell us more. 
Without Adjectives language, 
‘Would surely be a bore ! 

The other children entered the 
classroom, They looked at the 
blackboard. Some of them chuck- 
led. Others laughed, Soon the 
bell rang and Ms, Padma entered 
the classroom, The boys and girls 
ran to their places and wished her 
a good morning 

“Last time,” began Ms. Padma, 
“we were doing Adjectives. Saritha, 


tell me, what is an Adjective ?” 
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Saritha was a great aiggler. She 
stood up but didn't know the answer, 
She giggled, Shewould have gigal- 
ed even if she had known the 
answer. Her friend Keya whispered 

‘Saritha look at 
the blackboard!" Saritha looked at 
itand answered the question easily. 

“ Adjectives describe Nouns 

‘And about them tell us more. 
‘Without Adjectives language, 
‘Would surely be a bore!” 

There was a ripple of laughter 
throughout the class. Ms. Padma 
noticed that all eyes were going 
from her to the blackboard,and 
back to her again. She looked at 
the blackboard and saw the little 
verse, Shewasanary. “Whowrote 
this ?” she asked. “Not 1,” said 
Saritha. She giggled again, in fear 
this time, “Then who ?” asked Ms. 
Padma. Her eyes scanned the class- 
room. 

“I did,” said Ichibo. “And lhelped 
her!" said Amar. Amar and Ichibo 
were made to stand in front of the 





class. They didn’t care! They were 
off to Grammariand. They shut 
their eyes and wished... 


Tre Stranger was waiting for 

them, “You are going to meet 
the family of Pronouns today,” he 
said. “They are a huge family. So 
pay attention when you are intro- 
duced, or you won't remember 
‘who's who.” They walked down 
the road to meet the Pronouns. 
The Pronouns were delighted to 
meet Amar and Ichibo; They held 
hands and danced around them, 
singing a merry tune. 

“ We are all Pronouns 
‘So merry and gay 
He, She and It, 


‘The plural is They!” 

Amar and Ichibo danced and 
sangwith the Pronouns. They had 
agrand time. The Stranger said, 
“Pronouns stand for Nouns, you 
know. Otherwise Nouns would be 
overused. Theywould get so tired. 
How awful to say — Ichibo took an 
apple. Ichibo peeled the apple. 
Ichibo ate the apple. The apple 
was sweet, Instead we could say 
— Ichibo took an apple, She peeled 
it and ate it and it was sweet. 
Doesn't that sound better ?” 


The Stranger clapped his hands 
and called out to a group of 
Pronouns — “Hey ! Personal 
Pronouns ! Come and meet Amar 














and Ichibo !" 

“We have three categories,” said 
the Personal Pronouns — “First, 
Second and Third person !" 

“I, Me, We (plural) and Mine — 
Ours (possessive) belong to me !" 





said First person. 
“You can remember mine better!” 


said Second Person. “You, You, 


You (plural) and Yours (possessive) 


“The largest number belong to 
me!” cried Third Person. “He, She, 
It, Them, They (plural), and His, 
Hers, Its, Theirs (possessive) are 
mine.” 

The Reflective Pronoun came 
up to be introduced — Myself, 
Yourself, Himself, Herself, itself, 
Ourselves, Yourselves’ and 
Themselves, 


The Relative Pronoun was next 
—Who, Whom, Whose, Which and 





That. 

“Repetition is boring, Pronouns 
help to avoid repetition,” explained 
the Stranger. “Instead of — “This 
isthe girl The girl was naughty in 
class,” — we can say “This was the 
girl who was naughty in class.” With 
that the Stranger and the Pronouns 
bid Amar and Ichibo goodbye. 


That night Amar dreamt about 

the Pronouns. He just couldn't 
forget them, He mumbled in his 
sleep. His mother heard him. “Who, 
which, he, she, it they...” She put 
2 hand on his shoulder and shook 
him awake. “Whatever are you 
saying, Amar?" she asked. Amar 
sleepily answered — “..... somerty 
and gay... The plural is they...” 
His mother didn’t understand a 
word of what he was saying. She 
just let him sleep and dream about 
Grammarland. 








Krishnamachari Srikanth needs no introduction to young 
fans of cricket. His exciting brand of the game has won him 


many admirers all over the world, par 
is to entertain the paying spectator. He 
‘Sydney in the Australian Tour of ’85~’ 





scored 1161 








ularty in Australia 





and endeared himself to the crowd. He shared the Man of the 





with Kapil Dev. 





‘A qualified Electrical Engineer. he is employed by the 
TVS Group of Companies. He is now happily married and has. 
two sons named Aditya and Anirudh. Here is the story of his 


childhood. 





songabout me towhich | would 
dance with pride. 
Perhaps my mother had secretly 


CHILDHOOD DAYS. 


13s bom in Madras, on the 21st 
of December, 1959 at 3.20 in the 
morning. It was a Monday. 

My parents were very young at 
thattime. Iwas theirfirst-bom. My 
mother Indira had just turned 
eighteen, They were settled in 
Nellaikuppam — a little town not 
far from Cuddalore. My mother 
had returned to Madras to her 
parents’ home for her delivery. 

My grandfather Sri. Aramudan 
had a large house in Mylapore. It 
was always filled with people. We 
were a close-knit family and uncles, 
aunts, cousins, neices and nephews 
all lived together in amicable 
harmony. My mother Indira was 
Sri. Aramudan's only daughter. 
Asherson | enjoyed many privileges 
and my grandfather's loving atten 
tion. In later years my mother 
described measa plump, attractive 
baby boy with thick, curling black 
hair. My grandfather would sing a 


Based on an interview with K. Srikanth 
1d Smt. K: Indi 








hoped fora daughter, She had my 
ears pierced as was the custom in 











those days, and | wore little 
diamond ear-studs, She would 
‘often dress me in frocks, skirts and 
flowers and adorn me with jewels. 


We visited my uncle in Kumba- 
konam around this time, I toddled 
off by myself with all the jewels | 
wore - diamond ear-studs, bangles 
and gold chains around ry waist. 
Leven wore little anklets, When 
my family noticed that | was missing, 
a search party was organized. My 
uncle ran to the nearest police 
station to report my absence and 
there I was in all my finery crying 
piteously. A kind policeman had 
found me and brought me in. 


Thai was the lady who helped 
raise me. Iwas very fond of her. To 
this day she affectionately recalls 
my childhood and calls me her 
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kannu." At the least thing she 
would ask my mother to ward off 
the evil eye. This was an elaborate 
process, Burning camphor would 
be placed on a coconut, circled 
around my head and broken outside 
the house. 

‘There was a school right behind 
‘ourhouse in Mylapore called Vidya 
Sagar. My parents liked the look 
of the children whowent there and 
itwas here that my formal education. 
began, 

‘Soon my sister Kala was born 
and mybrother Srinath arrived soon 
after. In 1964 my father was offered 
a good job in Madras. We soon 
settled down in a house in Nara- 


simhapuram with my father's 





sil term of endearment. 


parents. 

The three of us were enrolled in 
a school called Vidyamandir. We 
were taken to school in a cycle 
rickshaw, The headmistress of the 
school, Tara Miss (Mrs. Tara 
Sathyanathan) was a friend of the 
family. [liked going to school and 
was a great favourite with all my 
teachers, I was good at my studies. 
I played a lot of cricket with my 
friends in front of our house, [ 
often smashed the neighbours’ 
windows and got into trouble. 
However sports were always secon- 
dary to class work 

My favourite subjects was Maths. 
I scored a hundred out of hundred 
‘on more than one occasion. My 
least favourite was History. Some 
how I could never remember those 
dates. My teachers were usually 
pleased with me, for my handwriting 
‘was very neat. 

When I was in class IV my family 
Visited a temple near Kumbakonam 
called Uppillyappan Temple, The 
prasad in this temple is unusual for 
itis entirely saltless. | often tease 
my mother when she forgets to 
add saltin ourfood at home, asking 
her"Has Lord Uppiliyappan come 
to stay in our house?" At that time 


I vividly remember wanting to take 
a dip in the temple tank, I descen- 
ded the steps with confidence when 
Tlost my footing, and suddenly I 
was under water. Luckily for me 
the temple cook saw me struggling 
and effected a speedy rescue. 

My parental grandfather Sri, 
Rajagopalachari was a very pious 
man - an orthodox Iyengar. | was 
deeply attached to him, and often 
wish that he was alive to see me 
now, Everyday he would worship 
the Sun, and recite the Aditya- 
hridaya.* My mother too came 
from a pious background. 

When | was very young, | was 
told that the Sun was God manifest. 
My mother always said that the 
Gods who give us strength, power 
and energy are Hanuman, Garuda, 
Narasimha and Surya. My parents 
arranged for a tutor to teach the 
three of us Sanskrit slokas. I enjoy- 
ed these lessons. Pethaps these 
early experiences have left their 
mark on me, | still revere elderly 


people. 





* Aholy mantra which is said tobe very 
powerful. Sage Agastya Is sald to 
have taught Sri Rama the Aditya- 
hhridaya before he killed Ravana. 





I devised my own form of pooja. 
Iwould lock the door of the pooja 
room behind me and tightly shut 
my eyes. I would recite all the 
slokas I knew, and then prostrate 
myself before the deity, I would 
apply different coloured pottus* on 
my forehead - vibhut”, kumkum, 
and sandal paste. 

Twas and stil am a very restless 
person by temperament. In fact 
one of my report cards reads - 
“Jumping jack of the class!” At 
home all of us stood on terms of 
easy friendship with each other. 
All of us loved a joke. My parents 
gave usa lot of independence and 

rivacy. Though we lived in 
sony, we never interfered much 
in each others lives, 


[ continued to play cricket and 
would often go for practice. My 
family didn't discourage me from 





* Tamil term referring to the round mark. 
fon the forehead. 
* Holy asl 








playing. My father readily provided 
mewith thecricketinggearIneeded. 
I don't think however, that they 
took it seriously. In fact, I didn't 
myself, 

‘One of my greatest moments 
came when | was chosen to re- 
present my school in the junior 
cricket team, We played against 
another school called Don Bosco. 
Twas the eighth batsman in, and 
scored eleven not out. It was the 
top score and I won the match for 
my school. 

Chandrashekhar, a young man 
who lived in the house opposite 
ours and my uncle Krishnan, were 
good friends, Both of them intro: 
duced me toa better class of cricket. 
Twould tag along behind them to 
watch them play: 1 was soon a 
member of a club called Freelan- 
cers, | was suddenly playing with 
people who were older and more 
‘experienced than was, This helped 
my game tremendously. 

No-one in my family realized 












































what a big role cricket would play 
in my life until one day my name 
appeared in the sports section of 
the newspaper. My grandmother 
who arrived in Madras that day 
came to my room, where | was stil 
fast asleep, and stroked my head. 
“So you are going to the next 
Venkataraghavan, are you?" she 
said, 

On the one hand my mother 
compares me to Ekalaiva.” “'No- 
one ever taught Srikanth anything,” 


‘Acharacter from the Mahabharatha 
who taught himself archery, and 
rivalled Arjuna. 


she says, "He played cricket, and 
he's successful - by his own effort.” 
Buton the other hand she attributes 
every single good quality that I 
possess and each success enjoy to 
the fact that she read the Raghu- 
veeragadyam’ while she was carry- 
ing me. 

‘And so | grew to manhood. 1 
finished school and joined an engi- 
neering college never dreaming that 
the great honour of representing 
my country was to follow. I was 
soon to become a test cricketer. 


* Slokas narrating the story of the 
Ramayana. 





Do vou like tanning bare-toot 
fon the grass? Do you like 
sinking your fingers and toes into 
mud? Do you like the smell of 
the wet earth after a shower of 
Fain? Do you like to watch tightly 
folded buds open out into pretty 
flowers? Do you like the colour 
green? Do you like to bite into 
Crisp and juicy fruits? Then, sure! 
you like gardens! 

If you like gardens, you mus’ 
plan to have one. If you have 
large compound, you are very 
lucky, but you can have a garden 
even in a flat, You can grow 
plants on your balcony or even 
on a wide window ledge 








Do you know where plants come: 
from? 


Plants usually grow from seeds. 
Inside each seed is a tiny grain, 
called an embryo. This will grow, 
and after a while it will become a 
new plant itself 

The embryo needs food while it 
grows, and seeds have food stores 
which the embryo can use. Many. 
2 












+ Inside a bean seed. 


of these food stores are eaten bt 
animals and human beings. 

There are many, many different 
kinds of seeds. You can see som« 
of them in the picture. 

Would you like to grow a plant? 

Take a nice, big, flower pot 
Place six or seven stones at the 
bottom of the pot. Cover the stones 
with sand. Now, cover the sanc 
with mud, Make a few small holes 
in the mud and place a bean seed 
in each hale. Cover the holes and 
sprinkle some sand over it 

You have now sown the seeds. 
But that’s not enough. Plants need 
proper care to grow. 


* Prepare your flower pot eareully. 


What do plants need to grow? 


Plants need food and water to 
grow just ike you and me. Where 
do plants get their food from? 
Plants are very clever. They make 
their own food, but they can do so 
onlyin the presence of sunlight. It 
is very Important to keep your 
plants in the sun. 






Plants nov wate 


Plants cannot live without water. 
But too much water can flood the 
plant causing its roots to rot. Too 
little water is also dangerous. The 
plant may die of thirst 

But there are some plants which 
do not need much water, like the 
cactus. The cactus usually grows 
in the desert, where there is very 
litle water. The cactus can store 
water in its stem for a long time 
using small quantities at a time. 


How do you water a plant? 


You must notwatera plant force- 
fully, Because, the soil will be 
washed away from the roots and 
the plant cannot grow without soil. 





"The Cactus stores water in ite ster. 


It is best to use a watering can, for, 
the water will fall evenly and gently 
and will seep into the mud. 

When you water with a hose, do 
not put your finger over the open: 
ing and water the plant forcefully. 
Instead tilt it upwards and allow 
the water to fall gently. If you use a 
mug pour gently ina thin and even 
stream. 


ZB 
Zi 


* Plants need wunahinn 
How do you test whether you 
have watered enough? 

Take a firm stick and push it into 
the soil. fit does not slide in easily, 
you have not watered enough. If 
the stick goes in smoothly but 


comes out with lumps of wet mud 
clinging to it, you have flooded your 
plant. With experience you will 
soon learn how much water your 
plant needs 


How does the seed grow into a 
plant? 

A seed germinateswhen it starts 
to grow, The seed takes in water 
from the soil and swells, A litle 
root bursts through the seed coat, 
It grows downwards and gives out 
many little roots. Soon, a little 








* Water your plant gently, 


shoot grows up through the ground 
and then the leaves begin to grow. 
When the little food store in the 
seed is finished, the plant has to 
find food from the soil. 

The minerals in the soil are 
sucked up by the roots along with 
the water, just like you suck water 
through a straw. The stem of the 
plant carries the water along with 
the minerals to the leaves and holds 
up the leaves and flowers. Roots 


are also the anchor for the plant 
and keep it firmly in the ground. 


Can plants grow only froni 
seeds? 


No, Plants can also grow from 
cuttings. If someone you know 
‘grows money plant, ask him to give 
you a cutting. You must always 
Use a knife or a pair of scissors 
when you take a cutting. Place 
your cutting in a bottle of water. 
Change the water regularly, Don't 
forget to keep the plant in the sun. 
Soon you will see roots growing 
from the end whichis placed in the 
water., Transfer your money-plant 
into a fiower-pot and watch itgrow. 


Must plants be grown only in 
flower pots? 


Mud flower:pots are cheap and 
good containers to grow plants in. 
But they often break easily. If you 
choose your plant carefully, you 
can grow them in different contain- 
ers, 

Drooping plants whose roots do 
not grow too deep can be grown in 
shallow containers. Itis important 
that your plant container should 
have holes at the bottom for excess 
water to drain away. You can put 
the container on a saucer so that 
the water that runs out will not soil 
the floor, 

‘When you do not have much 
space to grow your garden, scooter 
tyres cut in half make convenient 
containers, If you look at the pic- 
ture, you can see that they can be 
tied to the grill of your balcony or 
window. 











* Theshoot grows upward, and loaves appear. 








Pants and trees hav a vey 

very important part in- our 
lives. Weare dependent on then 
forour food. shelter, clothing and 
fuel to name just few 

Sadly, human beings tarely 
realise the value of plints and 
trees. So, those of vou who have 
already losin te love plants nuist 
help in protecting thenr tom 
sple whe dont 























SOMETHING TO DO. 





Count the number of seeds in 
‘one pod. How many seeds 
are in @ peanut? How many 
seeds are in a grape? How 
many seeds are in an apple? 
Count the number of seeds in 
an orange 

Get a small waterynelon or 
custard apple and make a 


game out of counting its seeds 
Before you start, let several 
of your friends guess how 
many seeds there are. See 
who guessed best. 


3.Look around your house and 


make alist of the things which 
are made from plants. 











Compiled by Satya anc Rukmini 
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VY itatpur was @ beautiful litle 
village. nestling in the foothills 
of the Srigiti Mountains, In the old 
days, the fertile fields surrounding 
the village yielded rice, ragi and 
many other crops. Many villagers 
also kept cows, which were fat and 
healthy. Vittalpur cows provided a 
town twenty miles away with milk. 
The villagers were prosperous and 
happy, 

Now. the story was very different, 


He had also saved a baby wood: 
pecker that had fallen out of it's 
nest from the cruelty of some school 
boys. This had earned him the 
nick name Siddhartha from his 
friends in school. 

Not far from the village was a 
very deep well. The other wells in 
Vittalpur had dried up. so people 
used this deep one for their daily 
needs. Rajesh too walked to the 
well every morning, to have a bath 





‘The rains had failed the previous 


year. The hot sun blazed down 
day after day. The river bed was a 
vast expanse of white burning sand, 
‘The plants and bushes were scorch: 
ed by the sun’s rays. The trees in 
theirleafless state took on grotesque 
shapes, 


Rajesh lived with his grand 
parents in Vittalpur. His father had 
{job as mechanic in the town, and 
his mother had died when he was 
very young. Rajesh was a kind 
boy. He loved animals. Most 
animals sensed that he would never 
harm them and trusted him. He 
had once raised a motherless lamb. 


and wash his clothes. 


One day, Rajesh noticed two 
‘cows standing nearby. They looked 
thirsty, He was overcome by pity. 
He quickly drew some water from 
the well and poured itinto a bucket 
The cows came swiftly towards him 
and drank eagerly from the bucket. 
The poor creatures! They reminded 
him of the cows his grandfather 


had had a few years ago. He 
stroked their noses lovingly and 
spoke to them. “You two look just 
like my grandfather's cows — Ratna 
and Gowri. If you come everyday, 
Til draw water for you from the 
He 


a 


Pethaps the cows did not under- 
stand the words but they under 
stood the tone and sensed Rajesh’'s 
kindness. Everyday they met him 
by the well and drank the water he 
gave them eagerly. He called them 
Ratna and Gown 


Soon the drought grew worse. 
Many owners sent their cattle away 
to cow shelters run by the Govern: 
ment, which looked after the cows 
free of charge, One day after 
waiting for Ratna and Gowri in vain, 
Rajesh guessed that they must have 
been sent to a cow shelter too. He 
hoped they were happy for he 


missed them sorely. 

ummer passed on but there was 
S no respite from the relentless 
sun, One day, Rajesh ran all the 
way home from school ! He was 
excited. The school planned to 
take all the students on an excurs 
ion, They were going to Shivpuri 


a large town nearly three hundred 
kilometers away. 

The day of the excursion dawned, 
Itwas going to be another hot day. 
Though Rajesh had many friends 
among animals, he didn’t have 
many among his classmates who 
siill teased him. They considered 
his love for animals as a sort of 
weakness. So Rajesh sat alone at 
the back of the bus, gazing out at 
the dry earth, 


About two hours later they arrived 
in Madhavpur. Their class teacher 
told them that they were going to 
see the Government cow shelter, 
Rajesh was pleased. It seemed a 
Jong time since he had seen cows, 
Perhaps he could make friends, 
with one or two ! 

An official ook them around the 
shelter. He showed them where 


the cows lived. Rajesh went close 
tothe fence to see if he could stroke 
any of them, No sooner had they 








seen Rajesh than two cows pushed 
their way to the fence where he 
stood. Theywere Ratna and Gowri! 
How pleased they were to see their 
kind friend ! They licked his hands 
with their rough tongues and 
nuzzled him with affection nearly 
knocking him down in their enthu- 
siasm. 

The official and Rajesh's teacher 
‘were astonished, and how the boys 
stared to see two cows greeting 
Rajesh !“I'venever seen these cows 
behave like that ! How is this 7° 
wondered the official. "Well, sir | 
used to know these cows. lused to 
draw water from the well forthem,” 
said Rajesh. The whole story was 
told, 

The official turned to him. “It's 
good to see a young boy with a 
kind heart. Not everyone sas kind 
to animals as they should be. 1am 
very happy to meet you and would 
like to meet your father sometime,” 
he said. 

When Rajesh returned to his 
grandparentshome in Vittalpur who 
should be waiting for him but his 





father ! He was delighted and on 
hearing what his father had to say, 
he became speechless with joy. 

The official had arranged for a 
special scholarship to be given to 
Rajesh, so that he could study to 
bean animal doctor when he finish- 
‘ed school ! He was also to be given 
a part-time job in the cow shelter 
in Madhavpur. In one stroke he 
had got everything he had ever 
wanted. He smiled to himself 
Ratna and Gowri had paid him 
bback it seemed though he had never 
wanted anything in return, 

When his schoolmates heard of 
Rajesh's good fortune they were 
rather ashamed that they had teased 
him and thought him weak. Soon 
Rajesh had many friends. He show: 
ed them that kindness was not 
‘weakness, and that one needs more 
strength to be kind. Rajesh grew 
proud of being called Siddhartha. 


* Prince Siddhartha once saved a swan 


{rom his cruel cousin Devadatta. He attain 
edealghtenment ashe sought alledate 
suffering from the world and came 
to be known as the Lord Buddha. Com- 
passion is the basis of Buddhism. 
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G ureshwasexcted Hehadpass 
ed the fair grounds yesterday. 
{had looked so inviting. The giant 
ferris wheel this year seemed larger 
than ever before. He could hardly 
wait to ask his mother whether he 
could visit the fair with his friends, 


‘May I go to the fair after school, 
mother 2" he asked. His mother 
looked up from her embroidery, 
“Yes, you may Suresh,” she said 

‘ake Vinod with you. He could 


WINOD 
THB 


do with an outing,” she said. 

Suresh was startled, “Take Vinod 
with me? But... but...” His mother 
looked up with a frown. “No buts. 

resh. Surely it's not too much to 
ask. He is your brother after all 
He has suffered so much pain all 
these years. You must take him 
with you, even if he slows you down 
abit. He will be so happy if you ask 
him to go with you,” she said 

‘But mother, its such a long way 
to the fair grounds. Besides, Tarun 
and Gaurav have asked me to go 
with them. How can I take Vinod. 
His mother interrupted his pro 
test. “Don't say that Suresh, and 
don'tlet Vinod hearyou. You know 
how hard your father and { have 


ae 


tried to give Vinod,as normal a life 












as possible. He's borne the pain 
with such courage and has never 
complained, He's lonely, Suresh. 
I's not fair that he has to stay home 
all the time. You must take him 
along, I'm sure your friends won't 
mind,” said mother firmly, 

Suresh knew his mother was 
right, Vinod had always had to 
stay at home. He could not run 
and jump and play like other boys 
of his age. It wasn't fair at all 


rolier 


When Vinod had been four years 
old, doctors had found something 
wrong with his legs, The little fellow 
had spent a lot of time in hospitals 
and had come through many opera: 
tions with courage, never complain 
ing about the pain. Suresh was 
very fond of Vinod. Though Vinod 
was only ten he was a cheerful 
fellow. He could charm Suresh 
out of the worst of black moods. 

Of late, Suresh had noticed that 
Vinod was looking pale. He often 
seemed lost in thought. His mother 
was right, Vinod was lonely. Suresh 
decided that he would ask Vinod 
to the fair 






hat evening when Suresh rush 


ed home school, Vinod: 








‘was siting in the living room reading 
a newspaper. One look at Vinod, 
and Suresh knew he had done the 
right thing in inviting his brother to 
go with him, Vinod's eyes were 
sparkling with excitement. 

“Look Suresh,” said Vinod. “The 
newspaper says that this year's trade 
fairis the best one ever. They have 
arranged to have livestock there, 
They also have an aquarium dis: 





playing deep sea-lfe !" 

“Hmmm !" said Suresh. “He 
seemed preoccupied. Secretly he 
was rather worried. Tarun and 
Gaurav would hate to learn about 
farming or sealife. They were going 
to the fair to have fun | 

Suresh ran up to get ready. In 
exactly ten minutes he ran down. 
the stairs taking two steps at a time. 
Tarun and Gaurav had arrived 


“Come on guys, let's go!” he cried. 

Gaurav turned and was about to 
say goodbye to Vinod, when 
Suresh’s mother entered the room. 
“Run along, boys, and keep an eye 
on Vinod,” she said. Gaurav’s jaw 
dropped in surprise. He started to 
say something but one look at 
\Vinod's glowing face and Suresh’s 
glare, and he swallowed the words. 
Tarun's displeasure was easilyseen 
on his face. 

‘The boys set out at the slow pace 
set by Vinod. Suresh and Tarun 
drew ahead. “Why is Vinod tagging 
along ? | thought we'd ride on the 
giantwheel. Thatlitle runtis going 
to spoil our fun!" said Tarun. “He 
doesn't go out much, somy mother 
thought I should take him along,” 
eplied Suresh, He looked around 
guiltily to see if Vinod had heard 
him, 

Vinod hadn't overheard the 
conversation but had guessed how 
the older boys felt. Suresh had 
told him last week that he would 
go to the fair with his friends. He 
had also guessed that his own 
inclusion in the group was at his 
mother’s insistence. He didn't want 
Suresh to feel torn between his 
friends and his brother and had 
made up his mind to keep out of 
their way as much as possible. 

When they reached the fair 
‘grounds, Suresh asked Vinod what 
he wanted to do first. “I'd like to 
see the livestock !” said Vinod 
promptly. 

Tarun and Gaurav looked at 
Suresh in dismay. “Livestock ! You 
mean the farming section !" cried 
Tarun. “Why do you want to go 


there ?” asked Gaurav. Suresh 
turned to his friends, “I'll tell you 
what. You two go and ride on the 
giant wheel andTll show Vinod the 
livestock,” he said. 

“No, no — let’s not split up. 
That's no fun, We'll come and see 
the livestock too,” said Gaurav. 

The animals were all in pens. 
There were cows, goats and pigs 
and theze were also plenty of baby 
animals. Vinod was thrilled, He 
put his hand through the fence to 
stroke a litte piglet. 


Tarun and Gaurav soon grew 
bored. “Let's go and ride on the 
giant wheel now,” said Tarun, 
“You've seen enough, haven't you 
Vinod ?” “Yes,” replied Vinod, 
“Till come and watch you ride on 
the giant wheel,” 

‘AS they left the farming section 
Vinod looked longingly at the in- 
cubator in which there were twenty 
eggs. They were due to hatch soon. 
How nice it would be to watch the 
chicks come out ! 

Suresh, Tarun and Gaurav 
bought tickets to ride on the giant 
wheel. Just before the ride began 
Suresh ran across to where Vinod 
stood. “I'l be back soon and we'll 
goand see the aquarium,” he said. 
“Just wait here til I get back.’ 

Many spins of the wheel later, 
Vinod was still standing where 
Suresh had left him. He was rather 
bored. Just then, a strange litle 
procession came into view. Some 
blind boys wearing dark glasses 
werewalkingina single file led bya 
teacher. Theyeach hada hand on 
theshoulder of the person in front. 

‘The fair groundswere very crowd: 





ed. Itwould be disastrous if one of 
those boys were separated from 
his group. The thought had no 
sooner crossed Vinod's mind when 
he saw a huge crowd dispersing 
from the magician’stent. Theblind 
boys,he had noticed, were swallow: 
ed up in the milling, jostiing crowd. 
‘Through a small gap, Vinod saw 
that one of the boys had been 
separated from his friends. The 
crowd was so noisy that the boy's 
cries went unheard. 





Vinod walked as fast ashe could 
towards the helpless boy, ignoring 
the little twinge of pain in his legs. 
He quickly grasped the boy's hand. 
"Who are you ?” asked the litle 


fellow startled. “I'm Vinod. Your 
friends have gone ahead. I'm going 
to lead you to them,” said Vinod 
quickly. The boy pressed his hand 
gratefully. “I'm Vikram,” he said. 
“My friends and I are from the 
School for the Blind down the 
street. Ourteacherwarned us...” 


a 





‘ome on, Vikram, There's no 
time to lose. I can'twalk very fast,” 
said Vinod leading Vikram along. 
“My legs are very weak, you see. 
Let's make our way to your friends, 
before they move further away.” 


Vinod and Vikram made a slow 
but steady progress to the place 
‘where the others stood, The teacher 
had just become aware that Vikram 
‘was missing, and looked anxious. 
Just then she caught sight of the 
two boys shuffling through the 
crowd towards them. “Vikram was 
separated {rom you in that crowd, 
sol helped him catch you up,” said 
Vinod, “Luckily you weren't going 
too fast.” 


nthe meanwhile Suresh and 
his friends had completed their 
rides on both the giant wheel and 
the memry-go-round, Suresh look: 
ed around for Vinod who was 
nowhere in sight. “Do you see 
Vinod 2" he asked Gaurav. “He 
was here five minutes ago. Where 
id he get to now 2” wondered 
Gaurav. 

Suresh felt a clutch of panic, He 
hadn't meant to leave Vinod all by 
himself, Why had he given in to his, 
friends’ persuasion ? Had he gone 
back to see the livestock ? 

Tarun and Suresh went to check 
the farming tent, No sign of Vinod 
there, So they antothe aquarium, 
Vinod was not there either, Suresh 
was nearly in tears. Why, oh why 
had he left Vinod alone ? Tarun 
too looked frightened now. 

Suddenly they noticed Gaurav 
waving and signalling, “There he 
is ! Look ! Look !"" 


And sure enough Suresh turned 
and saw Vinod talking to a group 
of blind school boys. Suresh ran 
up to the chattering group. “Why 
did you go off an your own, Vinod? 
‘You scared me to death,” he said. 

“Oh, Vinod rescued’ me. If it 
hadn't been for him..." said Vikram 
shuddering. Just then Tarun and 
Gaurav came up, “What happen- 
ed ?" they asked, The story was 
told, 

Vikram and Vinod were chatter- 
ing ninteen to the dozen, The 
teacher turned to Suresh, “Meeting 
Vinod has done Vikram a lot of 
good. He's glowing with a self- 
confidence he never had before, 
Pethaps Vinod can come and visit 
him in our school sometime.” 

“Will you come, Vinod ? I'm often 
so lonely !" said Vikram, “Sure ! 
said Vinod. Suresh looked at Vinod. 
He felt terribly proud of his young 
brother. “I'm Vinod's brother, 
Suresh. I'll come to see you too, 
Vikram,” he said, Tarun arid Gauray 
stole shamefaced looks at each 
other. They had been rather selfish, 
Vinod was such a plucky little chap. 
Tarun turned to Vikram “We're 
Vinod’s friends,” he said ignoring 
the looks of surprise on the faces 
of Vinod and Suresh, “We'd like 
to come and see you too.” Vikram. 
beamed in delight. “Four new 
friends,” he said. “How wonderfull” 

Vikram and his friends formed a 
line as before and the litle process- 
ion passed on, Gauray put his arm 
around Vinod's shoulders. “Let's 
{go and see those baby chicks hatch,” 
he said. Suresh smiled. “That's a 
lovely idea !" said Vinod. 





THE BIRD 


te as the sun had gone to bed, 
Sad and alone, | saw a bird fly, 
Silent and weary was his flight, 
High in the dark, but clear blue sky. 
A deserted captain, without a ship, 
Slow and gloomy was his flight on high, 
Pitiful was his lonely flight, 

High in the dark, but clear blue sky. 














Priya Anna Thomas, aged 13. 
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Jherlock Holmes 
y Shillangere 
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fas he called Sherlock Holmes ? 
old temple in 


er 
lage, Shillang h was in ruins, 
But why: The idol had been stolen many 
29 

































years ago. The villagers had stopp: 
ed using the temple and no one 
showed an interest in it any more, 

The people of Shillangere were 
friendly. Any stranger could walk 
into the village and find himself 
welcome. One morning, a Sadhu 
came to the village. He assembled 
the village - folk and told them 
that he would instal a new idol of 
Lord Ganesh in the temple. None 
of the villagers thought to question 
the Sadhu or his motives. They 
were happy that Lord Ganesh war 
to grace the temple once more 


coon, the renovations were com 
pleted and the Sadhu became 
the head of the temple. He manag 
eed it's affairs with his own men, 
Though he was generous to the 
poor and distributed alms every ” 
day, he did not mix with the vill and remain closeted with the Sadhu 
agers, but remained aloof, till late in the night. When ques: 
‘After sun-cown, the Sadhu would tioned, the Sadhu explained that 
shut himself in an inner chamber these were the patrons of the 
in the temple, and stay there till temple who donated large sums 
dawn, During the weekends, after for its renovation, 
dusk a few strangers, would come Ravi liked to draw. He enjoyed 








It was 


sketching people's faces, 
his hobby. Often his sketch was a 
very good likeness of his subject. 
Ravi was also a voracious reader 
of detective fiction. He particularly 
liked Sherlock Holmes 


The villagers of Shillangere were 
simple, but Ravi was clever. He 
always had a lurking suspicion that 
the Sadhu wasn't quite what he 
seemed. The regular absence of 
the Sadhu from public view from 
dusk to dawn appeared to Ravi to 
be very odd, There was something 
mysterious about it. Ravi's detec 
tive mind thirsted to solve the 
mystery. He decided to keep an 
eye on the Sadhu. 








Orr right, Ravi was unable to 

sleep. He decided to go for a 
walk, As he reached the temple. 
he suddenly saw a car coming 
towards him. Ravi quickly hid 
behind a bush. 

‘As he watched breathlessly. a 
boat came ashore and some strang: 
ers landed on the beach. ‘They 
unloaded some boxes from the 
boats and put them in the car. A 
person who looked like the Sadhu 
got down from,the car. When all 
the boxes were loaded the Sadhu 
handed something to one of the 
men. The car sped away. into the 
night 


Ravi made sure the coast was 


clear and ran all the way home. 
He wondered what to do, but fell 
asleep worrying, 

he next day, the newspaper had 

a photograph of Bhim a notori 
‘ous smuggler. The article beneath 
the photograph said that the police 
had been looking for the smuggler 
for three months. 

Suddenly, Ravi had a brain wave! 
He picked up his pencil and added 
a beard, moustache and top:knot, 
to the figure in the photograph. 

Rav's jaw dropped, as he realized 
that the Sadhu was really Bhim 
the notorious smuggler. 


Ravi went to the police at, once 
A kindly officer listened to him and 
took down all that he said. The 
very next day, a trap was laid, and 
Bhim and his cronies were caught. 


Ravi was awarded a cash prize., 
His intelligence and prompt action 
had led to the arrest of Bhim who 
had eluded the police for a long 
time, 


The villagers of Shillangere were 
very proud of Ravi, He became a 
hero, His friends at school heard 
the story and began to call him 
Sherlock Holmes of Shillangere, 









Mexican on a cycle (aerial view) 
Pig looking out of a window. 
cans climbing a hill (aerial 
) 
sitting ona sofa (back view) 
}. Mexican frying an omelette. 
‘A.worm changing apples. 
Bear climbing 
A short bald man passing your 
window. 
10. ship coming too t 
the drowning witch. 
11.4 giraffe passing your window. 
12.A pig passing a building. 














Savage PON= 


to save 


























1. Green Blade (5) 
4. Damp (3) 

6. Acup that cheers (3) 
7. Our country (5) 

8. Wayside hotel (3) 


1. It lets you in and out (4) 

2. Once more (5) 

3, Set out to sea (4) 

4, Increase the space between 


two points (5) 
6. Snare (4) 9. Single (3) 
10. Let fall (4) 13. A string of mountains (5) 
11. Itrings (4) 15. Belongs to us (3) 
12. Let loose (4) 16. A hole in the ground (3) 
14. It could be a hard one to 17. Huge (5) 

crack (3) 
15. You need it to row the 

boat (3) 





The Indians of North America have many tales about a hero 
named Hiawatha. The following verses are part of a longer poem. 
and tell about Hiawathe's childhood. The young Indian boy lived 
with Nokomis, his wise, old grandmother, for his mother wes dead. 
Nokomis taught Hiewatha songs and told him many stories. 





At the door on summer evenings 
Sat the little Hiawatha, 
Heard the whispering of the pine-trees. 
Heard the lapping of the water, 
Sounds of music, words of wonder ; 
‘Minne-wawa I’ said the pine-trees, 
‘Mudway-aushka !" said the water. 





Saw the fire-fly, Wah-wah taysee. 
Flitting through the dusk of evening, 
With the twinkle of its candle 
Lighting up the brakes and bushes: | 
‘And he sang the song of children, 

Sang the song Nokomis taught him : 
‘Wah-wah-taysee, little fire-fly, 
Little, flitting, white-fire insect, 
Little, dancing, white-fire creature, 
Light me with your little candle, 
Ere upon my bed I lay me, 
Ere in sleep I close my eyelids !" 
a4 


‘Saw the moon rise from the water, 
Rippling, rounding from the water, 
‘Saw the flecks and shadows on it, 
Whispered, ‘What is that, Nokomis ?” 
And the good Nokomis answered 
‘Once a warrior, very angry, 

Seized his grandmother, and threw her & 
Up into the sky at midnight ; 

Right against the moon he threw her ; 
"Tis her body that you see there.’ 





‘Saw the rainbow in the heaven, 

In the easter sky the rainbow, 
Whispered, ‘What is that, Nokomis ?" 
And the good Nokomis answered : 

“Tis the heaven of flowers you see there 
All the wild-flowers of the forest, 

All the lilies of the prairie, 

When on earth they fade and perish, 
Blossom in that heaven above us." 






When he heard the owls at midnight. 
Hooting, laughing in the forest, 

‘What is that ?' he cried, in terror : 
‘What is that,’ he said,'Nokoris ?° 
‘And the good Nokomis answered 
‘That is but the ow! and owlet, 
Talking in their native language, 
Talking. scolding at each other." 








2) Then the litle Hiawatha 

Learned of every bird its language, 
+ Learned their names and all their secrets, 
! How they built their nests in Summer, 
Where they hid themselves in Winter, 
Talked with them whene’er he met them, 
Called them ‘Hiawatha’s Chickens." 
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Of all beasts he learned the language 
Learned their names and all their secrets, 
How the beavers built their lodges, 
Where the squirrels hid their acorns, 
How the reindeer ran so swiftly, 
Why the rabbit was so timid, 

Talked with them whene'er he met them, 

Called them ‘Hiawatha's Brothers," 

HW. Longfellow. 


Dein in Summne? 


How beautiful is the rain ! 
‘After the dust and heat, 
In the broad and fiery street, 
In the narrow lane, 
‘How beautiful isthe rain ! 
How itclaters along the roofs, 
Like the tramp of hoofs ! 
How it qushes and struggles out 
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‘Across the window-pane 
It pours and pours ; 

And swift and wide, 

With a muddy tide, 

Like a river down the gutter roars 
The rain, the welcome rain ! 
ae =. 








Let dogs delight to bark and bite, 

For God has made them so, 

Let bears and lions growl and fight, 

For itis their nature to. 

. But, children, you should never let 
8 ‘Such angry passions rise : 

‘Your little hands were never made 

To tear each other's eyes. 





















Birds in their nests agree ; 
And ‘is a shameful sight, 
I ‘When children of one family 
Fall out, and chide, and fight. 
Isaac Watts, 


Compiled by K. Kalpana 





The sick man from his room 
Looks at the twisted brooks ; 

He can feel the coo! A 
Breath of each little pool ; \ Waal N 
His fevered brain ayes tel 
Grows calm again, Wiehe tet 
And he breathes a blessing on the rain. An nM ‘ ‘i cee 


Near at hand, 

From under the sheltering trees, 
The farmer sees 

His pastures, and his fields of grain 
‘As they bend their tops 

To the beating drops 

Of the unceasing rain 

He counts it as no sin 

That he sees therein 

Only his own thrift and gain. 


In the country, on every side, 
Where far and wide, 

Like a leopard’s tawny and spotted hide, 
Stretches the plain, 

To the dry grass and the drier grain 
How welcome is the rain! \ 
HW. Longfellow, 
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Once upon a time, two boys 
named Ramu and Shyamu lived 
ina little village. They studied in 
the same school, in the same class. 
and even lived on the same street 
You'd think they'd be good friends, 
wouldn't you ? 

But Ramu and Shyamu cons: 
tantly quarreled with each other, 
They each loved to boast, and that 
invariably led them to a quarrel. 
“[ am stronger than you are,” 





Ramu would say, “No, 'm stronger 
than you are,” Shyamu would say, 
louder. So that’s the way it was. 

‘One day, Ramu and Shyamu 
‘were walking to the market to buy 
some vegetables for their mothers 
On the way they picked a quarrel 
as usual 

“Tan see things that are hundred 
feet away,” said Ramu, “Well, | 
can see things that are two hundred 
fect away,” boasted Shyamu. “So 


can |,” said Ramu. 

The silly boys squabbled for 
awhile. “All right, Shyamu,” said 
Ramu. “Lets’ put it to test this 
time. Let us each stand two hund- 
ted feet away from the temple 
wall, and read the song that’s 
written on it. Then we'll know 
who can see further !" 

“Yes, that's a good idea,” said 
Shyamu. “I know I'll easily win.” 
They argued and squabbled all the 
way home. 

That night, Ramu and Shyamu 
persuaded their fathers to teach 
them the song writen gn the temple 
wall, But, each father, taught his 
sona different song ! 

The next day, the two boys went 
to the chosen spot. Neither of 
them, could see any writing on 











* Deepak tried to explain the game 


to Harsha 
begins 
Nothing!” 


jefore the game 
score is "Nothing to 


the wall. Itwas too far away, But 
each of them promptly sang the 
song their father had taught them, 
and then stopped, and looked at 
each other in surprise. “I'm right,” 
said Ramu. “No, I'm.right,” said 
Shyamu. 

The village priest passing by 
overheard them. “What's right, 
my boys 2” he asked. 

“Sir, we were. each singing a 
different song. Can you tell us 
which one is written on the temple 
wall ?” asked Ramu. 

“But, there are no songs on the 
temple wall. The wall was painted 
last week {" laughed the priest, 
and went on his way. 

Ramu and Shyamu felt terribly 
foolish. They ran home and decid 
ed to try and stop boasting 









































there lived two 
med Uthanapada and 
Uthanapada loved 
Vinatha very much 


Vinatha ! Will you marry me? 


| must lay eggs and bring up @ 


a 
Tales ttomthe Danchulantlea 



















The ocean will not be so foolish, my 
dear | You do not realize my strength, 
but the King of the ocean is well aware 
fit. He will never dare oppose me! 


(Oh, no ! This is the seashore. The 
waves may drag away our nest and 
| our babies will be lost to the sea 


Baan 





There lived a tortoise named 
Shambugriva who had two friends._| 


Shambugriva | How are you ? 











One who is not aware of his limitations 
will surely suffer. Listen to this story. 
Once upon a time, 


Welcome, my friends, 
From where do you come ? 








We flew across 
snowy mountains, 


We saw strange and 













Sankataka | 
Vikata 1 

Do describe all you 
saw in detail ! 








Several days passed... The two storks told 
the tortoise stories of their travels in far: 
off lands, 








You have seen s0 many 

marvellous places. You are to 

pe envied, indeed. | can never 
ne to travel so far 









That year the! 
monsoon failed. 










Oh, no I The lake 
has dried up 







Well die of starvation if w 
stay here any longer. 
“4 






— 
We are going in 
search of another 
lake. 











We will return with 
the rains 


‘Shambugriva thought 
How can we do | | hard for a minut 
that ? You have 
no wings ! 










Don't leave me 
here to die! 
Takeme with you! 











Bring me a 
stout stick | 








2 brought 
# stout stick 





il hold the middle with my mouth 
You can each take one side of the 
stick and carry me along as you fly ! 








One who is truly wise averts danger 








by forethought 


Vinatha came to the 
ond of her story, 





iat was the end of 


| Tibellve thota myer) 
fed By. 





A 


Certainly. lather | Fish seem plentitul her 













‘The three fish overheard 
this converstion 


| shall swim away down the stream 
and escape the fisherman's nets. 





Let them come 
and we'll see 







trapped. The one 
is own wit lay til 
‘The fish who believed 












‘ag if dead 


The boy threw the fish 
by the water 

We cannot eat dead fish 
Throw it away ! 














the fish who believed in fate was 
caught 


‘As soon as their backs were 
turned the fish made a great 
effort, strained hard and fell / 
into the water and escaped. 


‘Atleast we caught one. Weill have it cooked 
for dinns 

Vinatha came to the end of 

her tale, 


Thank God! | managed 
to escape because 
had my wits about me 








irate trusied har husband. She iaid 
hr eggs on the seashore 







My dear! Don't fear the sea! | 
am not a fish. | can 
flyi | will protect you! 













p 
King of the ocean. 


Sir! Uthanapada is very vain 
He says he can fly and that 
he is more powerful 

than you are! 


Why do 
you do 














Yes, | had noticed. 
He is very vain 


One day he lay on his Sir! His 

back kicking his legs vanity is 

in the air intolerable He 
‘ought to be 


taught a lesson! 







True! Ii call up the waves 





h of food, the waves 


to ads high 








Careful! Not a single egg must be lost or 


Let us carry away the 
ny away broken! It is the King’s command 


whole nest! 







Uthanapada and Vinatha 
returned 


have taken away 
= | my precious eggs! 


Wye antire ocean to dry up! at 


I 'sthat another story of yours? 
Do relate it to me! 





These boasts are in vain! Let us 
ask the other birds for help... If 
{9roup of us stand united we can 
even win against an elephant! 





Once upon a time two weaver 
birds lived on a tree 
in the forest 


















‘She continued her 
tale 


One day an elephant came 
and stopd beneath the 
tree on which they lived 


Alas! My eggs! 
‘Allis lost! 


Just then the little bird's husband 
return 


My precious 
babies! 


This elephant has ruined our lives. 





‘A woodpecker overheard | 


‘That elephant must be punished 
their laments 


He killed all my defenceless, 
children! 


Do not grieve! Such grief Let Gs talk to Veenarava. He 
is pointless, might be able to help. 



























Agreat bird 
conference was 
called. 

—_~ 


The waves have carried 
away our eggs. Friends, 
let us teach the King of 
the ocean a lesson, 





A seagull 
poe That's easy! We'll drop all the 
sand on the shore into the 
‘Ocean, The ocean will dry 

up and we can recover 

the eggs 


Filling little shells with 
sand the birds tried to 
fill in the ocean. 


They were utterly 
defeated. 


Uthanapada approached 
the old bird. 











However hard we try, 


we cannot fill in the You are old and rich in 


‘ocean. Let us ask the old experience. You must tell us 
crane what to do 3 way to recover our 
{ jost eggs 


ise ae ae 






Thece sare) A deaten 
hoa 

oe Allis lost! 

{108 sina? 





Garuda is the King of 
the birds. If we all 
‘cry out loudly he will 
come to our aid 







6 1 must make 
haste carry 

> Lord Vi 
baitle field... Hark! 
What do | hear? 








What is 
the matter? 





My Lord Vishnu will 
have to wait 






A great injustice my Lordt 
‘You must help us! Youare our. 















The old crane 
interrupted them. 


it shout at once. 
Lord Garuda of 
le. 








Garuda! Lord 
for you imm 


‘The waves have carried away 
Vinatha’s eggs. | shall punish 
the King of the ocean 

for this. 





My people are in distress. 
My first duty is to help them. 











‘What i the use ot bei 
Of the birds if | cannot help 
them when they are in need? 








{ shall go and fetch 
him in person. 


Lord Vishnu appeared 
onthe sea shore... | 


Garuda! Why this 
delay? Don't you know 
that there's a war in progress. 













My Lord! The ocean 
upon which you rest, 


‘Any wrong offered to 
them is offered to me 
as well 


Lord Vishnu decided to ensure the 
Safe return of Vinatha’s eggs. 


King of the o 
Bring Vinath: 











If you do not bring 








Torth the eggs at on 
Ivalluse the Agriastrat 
The ocean willdry up at once 
The ministers of the z 
King of the ocean 
ploaded with him 





If the ocean dries up 

all willbe lost. All the 
creatures of the sea 
will perish 








Lord Ganesh is a great favou- 
rite particularly among school 
children, They invoke him at the / 
time of the examinations and 
again just before the results are 
out! 

Lord Ganesh is popular with 
the adults too. Whenever they 
start something new, they think 
of him and offer the first pujah 
to him so that things may proceed 
without Vignams (Obstacles) 
Of late,Ganesh Pujah has become 
very popular and old Ganesh 
temples and idols are in favour 
again 





People from all over India, 

celebrate Ganesh Chaturthi in 
Various ways. In Bombay the 
festival is celebrated with great é 
pomp and fervour. After the 
Pujah the brightly coloured image 
of Ganesh is carried to the sea. 
The procession is usually a spect: Morayya and pray for the return 
cular one accompanied by bands of Lord Ganesh the following 
and singing of bhajans. The year. The immersion ceremony 
people shout Ganapathy baba attracts thousands of people. 





In the South, the devotees 
prefer to get wet clay images of 
Ganesh on the very morning of 
the festival. After offering him a 
grass garland and the little white 
thumba flowers he is immersed. 
Young people enjoy this duty 
because the silver coin embedded 
in the image will be theirs to 
keep. 

In the South, Ganesh Chaturthi 
is celebrated for two days, but 
in the North the celebrations 
often last up to ten days. 

Making images of Ganesh is a 
minor industry which is expanding 
now. There is a great demand for 
images of Ganesh in September. 
Small factories called Ganapathy 
Karakars manufacture a number 
of images of different sizes, to 
suit different tastes. The imagina- 
tion of the artist plays an important 
part in the sales. The original 
images are made with the help 


of moulds. After the figures are 
baked, they are polished, and 
painted. A final coat of varnish 
makes the images appear bright 
and attractive. 

On the 15th of September 
1988, Ganesh Chaturthi will be 
celebrated in every Ganesh 
Temple in India. Each corner of 
the temple will be cleaned. The 
image of the Lord will be sanctified 
with Holy Water. His favourite 
foods will be placed before him 
coconuts, ‘bananas, and 
modakams*! 4 

The short stout figure’of Lord 
Ganesh with his curled trunk and 
mushika vahana is familiar to us 
all. May his blessings rain down 
upon each young reader of 
Gokulam 











N. Ramakrishna 
* Modakam is @ delicious coconut 
shaped sweet made of rice flour and 


stuffed with sweetened coconut. 











n the sleepy litle village of Kovil- fellow with a tail that has an extra 
puram lived a family of mice. quick swish, and bright, beady eves, 
They had made their home in the His sparkling eyes were full of 


<granary that belonged to Muniappa, 
the village headman, They feasted 
to their hearts’ content on the 
golden com and rice grains that 
he stored there. 

Muniappa had been, of late, 
anxious about the growing brood 
of rodents, but he was a good 
natured man. He did not wish to 
kill them, Moreover, his pretty 
daughter, Komala, who was kind 
ness itself, would not hear of it 
“After all,’ how much grain can 
these mic destroy ? We shall 
certainly not become paupers 
because of them!" she would say. 

The youngest member of the 
clan of mice, was a grey, frisky, 





dreams — dreams of adventure, 
of discovering new lands and new 
beings, His mother, who was often 
cross with the little chap for what 
she called his bad habit of wool: 
gathering, named him Moony. 

One beautiful starlit night, the 
full moon rose, in all it's glory, and 
could be seen between the trees. 
Moony, as usual, lay out-of doors, 
musing, waiting for sleep to kiss 
his eyelids. 

Suddenly Moony saw a bright 
flash of light blinking between the 
trees in the woods. Curiously he 
scampered towards it, across the 
fields, amidst the grass and trees. 
Then he stopped, abruptly, wide 
eyed. There, before him, stood 
an enormous flying saucer, shim: 
mering in the moon light. 

It was beautiful ! More fantastic 
than anything Moony had dreamt 
of, The saucer's tr-coloured lights 
blinked on and off. The leaves on 
the trees nearby, seemed to glow 





in the powerful light. 

All of a’sudden Moony heard 
voices, He crept behind a clump 
of grass and peeped, His eyes 
popped out of his head when he 
saw a group of weird creatures 
walking towards the spaceship. 
‘They were dragging someone 
along, someone who wriggled and 
struggled. Moony was aghast to 
see that it was Komala, Muniappa’s 
beautiful daughter 

Moony was indignant, ‘How 
dare they kidnap my mistress,’ he 
thought 

Moony decided to follow them 
He slunk in cleverly through a tiny 
crevice in the door of the spaceship. 
In a moment his stomach began 
to chum violently, and he realised 
that they had taken off. 

At first. Moony was scared. 
Soon, he gathered his wits about 
him and began to rub his forepaws 
together vigorously. The spark of 
adventure was kindled in him and 





he looked about him in awe at 
the various knobs, switches and 
panels. “Where could Komala be?” 
he wondered. 


Ailes what seemed days, the 
space ship landed on the planet 
Xenoba. Moony crept out without 
a sound, and looked around 
cautiously 

Behind him came the,wierd 
creatures leading Komala, whose 
hands were tied. She had cried 
and shouted herself hoarse and 
now had no strength left. She 
looked up and saw Moony. 

She was beside herself with joy. 
She put out her tied hands appeal: 
ingly. "Moony dear, you're the only 
friend [ have. Please save me !" 
she whispered. 





Moony went along with her a 
litle way, taking care to see that 
no one noticed him. “Don't worry 
Komala, we'll find some means of 
escape,” he squeaked. 

‘A few days passed. Moony 
scouted around the capital of 
Xenoba. He discovered that the 
Xenobians were actually very mild 
people, They disliked wars. They 
were not going to harm Komala. 
They had liked her face and had 
wanted to know more about her. 

Moony met the King of Xenoba. 
“We will not harm Komala. We 
think she is beautiful. Perhaps 
she can tell us more about earth: 
lings,” said the King. 

Moony soon discovered some- 
thing-very strange about Xenoba, 
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‘There was no smell ! Xenoba was 
odourless ! The Xenobians hated 


flowers here 
thought Moony. 


strong smells, “ 
have no smell’ 
“How dull !" 

In the meanwhile Komala was 
very homesick, She found the 
hospitality of the Xenobians stifling, 
Moony racked his brains to think 
of a way to escape, 

Onememing when Moony woke, 

there was great confusion. The 
Xenobians were running helter 
skelter, 

“What's the matter ?” asked 
Moony. 

“Planet Zebroid has attacked us! 
‘They have captured our King and 
Queen and blocked the palace 
entrance with a horrible, foul smell. 
ing object, None of us can remove 
it" cried Chief Minister Zanu 

dust then a stream of strong 
smelling flowers fell from the sky, 
There was a rain of jasmine, roses, 
spices, mint leaves, tobacco, and 
burning sandalwood. The Xeno: 
bians ran for their lives. Theycould 
not bear the smell ! 

Moony was most amused! 
“Look at this war ! And here Iwas, 
dreaming of interplanetary wars 
with atomic missiles and dangerous 


bacteria !" he laughed. 

“Is there anything I can do to 
help you 2" asked Moony. 

The Chief Minister could not 
help smiling He seemed doubtful 
Moony was so small, “Well. 
he hesitated, 

“| would like to see your palace 
entrance, in any case,” said Moony, 

“But of course, come along,” 
replied Zanu. 








Moony was taken to the palace. 
As they went along, the “missiles” 
kept falling and they often had to 
duck, To Moony, however, it seem: 

ed hardly warlike. Itwas more like 
game, One look at the big block 
outside the palace entrance, and 
Moony knew he could strike a 
bargain with the Xenobians. 

“Cheese !" he thought smugly, 
“A little mouldy, but no matter.” 

““1can easily solve your problem,” 
said Moony, airily, to the gaping 
Minister, "but on, one condition.” 

“What is it?” begged Zanu. 

‘ou must release Komala and 
send us back home immediately. 
She is very homesick,” replied 
Moony. 

“Anything you say, sir,” said the 
grateful Minister. 

Moony set fo work. In a couple 
of hours he had eaten up enough 
of the cheese to make a small 
opening for the rescue of the King 
and Queen of Xenoba, 

“Hurrah for Moony !" shouted 
the jubilant Xenobians. 

“Hurrah for Moony, the Mighty 
Mouse !" cried the proud villagers, 
when Moony and Komala retumed 
safely to their homes. 
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Anna Sewell (1820+ 1878) was born into a very poor 
family in Norfolk in England. The Sewells moved to London, 
‘when she was very young. Little Anna suffered from a 
chronic disease which affected her bones and muscles. 

By the time she was thirty-five years old she was lame 
‘and got around in a pony-cart. She was very kind to horses 
‘and loved them deeply. 

In 1871, Anna's doctors told her that she had only 18 
months to live. She moved back to Norfolk with her family, 
it was here that 8/ ack Beauty was begun 


“have for six years been confined to the house and to 
my sofa, and have from time to time, as | was able, been 
writing what | think will turn out to be a little book, it’s 
special aim being to induce kindness, sympathy and en 
understanding treatment of horses.” 

‘Anna lived to see her only book published but did not 
know of it’s enormous success. Black Beauty is more than 
the story of a horse. It is about human behaviour as well. 
That's why this story has been enjoyed by so many people all 
over the world. 














T he first place Black Beautycould 
remember was a big green 
meadow where there were other 


young horses like himself — and, roadside. 


lived near by in a house by the 


of course, his mother, whose name 
was Duchess. Their master,Farmer 
Gray, was a good, kind man, who 


Black Beauty loved to run by his 
mother's side, drink her warm milk, 
and lie down close to her at night. 
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Black Beauty was a beautiful colt. 
He had one white foot just like a 
sock, and a pretty white star on his 
forehead. As soon as he was old 
enough to eat grass, his mother 
went out to work in the daytime 
and lefthim to playin the meadow. 
But she always came back to him 
before dark. 

The other colts in the meadow 
were older than Black Beauty. He 
used to run with them, and theyall 
had fun playing together, galloping 
around the field as hard as they 
could go. Sometimes, though, the 
colts would bite and kick as well as 
gallop 

One day when the colts had been 
very rough in their play, Duchess 
whinnied to Black Beauty tocome 
toher, “Iwantyou to payattention 
to what am going to say,” she told 
him. “The colts who live here are 
good colts, but theyhave not learn 
ed manners, Your father was a 
fine horse, and your grandfather 
won important races; your grand- 
mother had the sweetest temper 
of any horse I ever knew, and | 
think you have never seen me kick 
or bite. I hope you will grow up 
gentle and good, and never learn 
bad ways. Do your work with a 
good will, lift up your feet when 
you trot, and never bite or kick 
even in play.” 

Black Beauty hung his head at 
this gentle scolding, but he never 
forgothismother'swords. He knew 
she was a wise old horse, and that 
the master was very fond of her. 
‘The master gave all his horses good 
food, a‘comfortable place to live, 
and ‘spoke kindly to them, but 
Duchess and Black Beauty were 
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his favourites, 

Several years passed,and Black 
Beauty wasbeginning to grow into 
a handsome young horse. Hiscoat, 
which wasbrightblack,had become: 
fine and soft. “Youare well-named, 
Black Beauty," the master said to 
him one day; “for you are as black 
asyouare beautiful. But shall not 
sell you until have broken you in, 
Boys ought not to work like men, 
and colts ought not to work like 
horses until they are quite grown 
up. 

So, the very next day Black 
Beauty began leaming what was 
‘meant by being “broken in,” He 
had of course been used to being 
led about the fields and lanes bya 
halter, but now he was to havea bit 
and a bridle. The bit, was a nasty 
thing. It wasa great piece of cold 
hard steel that was pushed into his 
mouth between his teeth and over 
his tongue, with the ends coming 
out at the comers of his mouth 
and held fast there by straps over 
his head, under his throat, around 
his nose, and underhischin. Black 
Beauty hated it at first, but what 
with his master's pats, kind words 
and gentle ways, he soon got used 
to wearing his bitand bridle. Black 
Beauty was also taught to camry a 
person on hisback and togo quietly 
just the way his rider wanted him 
to go. He had to leam to wear 
hamess and to stand still while it 
was being put on, and to pulla cart 
around behind him. He had to 
eam not tobe frightened by strange 
things he saw on the road. 

One brightand sunny dayin May, 
when Black Beauty had been tho- 
roughly broken in,a man came to 





take him to his new home at Squire 
Gordon's in Birtwick Park. 

“Good-bye Black Beauty.” said 
the master. "Be a good horse,” 

Black Beauty could not say 
good bye." so he put his nose into 
the master's hand, The master 
patted him kindly, and then Black 
Beauty left his first home 


A LBittwick Park the stable was 
big and airy, with four good stalls 
init. The first stall was the biggest, 
and into this fine box the groom 
led Black Beauty, gave him some 
oats, patted him kindly, and left 
him. 

Alterhe had eaten the good oats, 
Black Beauty looked around. In 
the next stall stood a little fat gray 
pony. 


“How do you do ?" said Black 
Beauty. “What is your name ?” 

"My name is Merrylegs, "said the 
pony. “Are you going to live next 
door to me ?” 

“Yes.” said Black Beauty. 

“Well, then,"” Merrylegs said, “I 
hope you are good-tempered; | 
don't like anyone next door who 
bites.” 








“No, no !I neverbite,” said Black 
Beauty. My name is Black Beauty. 
I'm four years old and I've never 
had a quarrel with anybody, and it 
is my wish to live at peace." Merry 
legsand Black Beautybecame good 
friends. “I'm twelve years old,” said 
Merylegs“and I can tell you there 
isn't a better place in the country 
for a horse than this” 





Ina very short time Black Beauty 
felt quite at home among his new 
friends at Birtwick Park. John, the 
groom, seemed to know justhowa 
horse feels; and when he cleaned 
Black Beauty, he knew the tender 
places and the ticklish places. 
James, the stable boy, was just as 
pleasant and gentle in his way. 

And of course there was 
Merrylegs, who was so cheerful, 
plucky and good-tempered. Miss 
dessie and Miss Flora, the Squire's 
little gifs, used to ride him about in 
the orchard and have fine games 
‘with him and theirlittle dog Frisky. 

Not long after his arrival, Black 
Beauty was taken out with Ginger 
to pull the carriage, Ginger was a 
tall chestnut mare. Merrylegs had 
told him that she had a dreadful 
temper. He wondered how they 
would get on together, but she 
behaved very well. When they went 
up a hill, instead of slowing down, 
she would throw her weight forward 
and pull straight ahead. After they 
had been out two or three times 
together, they grew quite friendly. 

One day when Gingerand Black 
Beauty were standing alone in the 
shade, Ginger asked Black Beauty 
to tell her all about his bringing up 
and breaking in. When he had 
finished she said sadly : “You're 
lucky !If1'd been treated like that, 1 
might have had as good a temper 
as you.” 

‘Then she told Black Beauty how 
before she came to Birtwick Park 
to live she had been forced by a 
check rein to hold her head up too 
high for hours at a time, and to 
‘wear two sharp bits in her mouth 


instead of one, and how she had 
been whipped. Black Beauty felt 
very sory for her. As the weeks 
went by, and she got only good 
treatment from John and James, 
he noticed that she began to lose 
her scary, suspicious lookand grow 
much more gentle and cheerful. 


Qtzmomingin the autumn Black 
Beauty was hamessed to the 
dogeart, and the Squire set off ona 
Jong journey with John driving. It 
\was late aftemoon before the Squire 
had finished his business and was 
retuming home. Suddenly,as they 
drove along the edge of a wood, a 
big storm came up. Trees came 
crashing down around them, and 
cone fell right across the road in 
front of the dogcart 

Black Beauty stopped stil and 
trembled, but he did not tum around 
or run away; he had been brought 
up not to do that, John jumped 
down and said, “There, there,” and 
Black Beauty was soothed by the 
calmness of his voice 

They could not go on, because 
the fallen tree blocked the road 
So they had to turn back and take 
a longer route home. 

It was nearly dark when they 
reached a small wooden bridge that 
had to be crossed. The moment 
Black Beauty's feet touched the 
planks of the bridge, he felt sure 
there was something wrong, and 
he came toa dead stop. 

John tried to lead him forward. 
“Come on, Beauty, what's the 
matter?” 

Of course Black Beauty could 


not tell him, but he knew very well 
that the bridge was not safe 

Just then the man at the tollgate 
at the other end of the bridge ran 
ut, frantically waving a torch about. 

“Hoy, hoy, hoy !Halloo !Stop !" 
he cried, 

“What's the matter 2" shouted 
Squire Gordon, 

“The bridge is broken in the 
middle, and part of it has been 
carted away. If you take another 
step you'll be in the river |" 

“You Beauty!" cried John. “You 
saved our lives !" He gently turned 
Black Beauty around and they 
started off again, taking a different 
route home 

Black Beauty heard the Squire 
talking to John. He was glad to 
eam thatby stopping when he did, 
he had saved them all from being 
drowned. God, said the Squire, 
had given men reason, by which 
they could find out things for them 
selves, but He had given animals 
knowledge which did not depend 
on reason and by which they had 
often saved the lives of men. 

‘Oh, whata fine supper John gave 
Black Beauty that night ! A nice 
thick bed of straw, too. And Black 
Beauty was glad of it, for he was 
tired, 


L2tsoneatemoon when Ginger 
and Black Beauty were brought 
back to the stables, they noticed 
that Merrylegs was not yet back in 
his stall, He had been taken out 
early in the day by Miss Flora and | 
Miss Jessie and their friends. While 
Ginger and Black Beauty were still 
wondering where he could be, 











James brought him in. As he put. 
the halter on Meryegs, James said 

“There, you rascal, see that yous 
behave yourself.” 

“What have you been doini3, 
Merrylegs?" Black Beauty askecl 

“Oh I" said he, tossing his lit le 
head, "I have onlybeen giving tho se 
young people a lesson. Theydid n't 
know when they had had enough 
orwhent had had enough, sol ust 
pitched them off backward.” 

“What |" said Black Beauty. “You 
threw the children off ? Did you 
throw Miss Jessie or Miss Flora 2” 

Merrylegs looked very hurt, and 
said, "OF course not, | am very 
careful of them. It's the boys. 
Boys,” be said, shaking his mane, 
“are quite different; they must be 
broken in as we were broken in 
when we were colts, and taught 
what's what, The other children 
had ridden me around for nearly 
two hours, and the boys felt it was 
their turn. I didn’t mind, but when 
they cut a stick for a riding whip 
and began beating me with it very 
hard, | stopped two or three times 
tolet them know | didn’tlike it. But 
they didn't seem to understand that 
a pony can get tired, or have any 
feelings; so I just rose up on my 
hind legs and let the boy who was 
sitting on me slip off behind — that 
‘was all, Thad to do it again and 
again to make them all understand, 
They're not bad boys; they don't 
mean tobe cruel;but had to teach 
them a lesson.” 

“IfThad been you,” said Ginger, 
“L would have given those boys a 
good kick.” 

“Oh no,” said Merrylegs, “I 
couldn't do that, after the kind 





treatment!'ve had'here, Why sh.ould 
T tum nasty because a couple of 
ignorant boys used me badly ? 
Besides, i began kicking, the master 
‘would sell me, and I might find my: 
self worked to death at somee place 
where no one cared for-nae, No.” 
he said, shaking his head, "I hope | 
shall never come to that. Esutcome, 
let's cheer up, and have: a run to 
the other end of the sorchard; | 
believe the wind has blown down 
some apples, and we m ight as well 
eat them,"" 

Ginger and Black F3eauty were 
only too happy to join Merrylegs, 
so the three had a ‘pleasant time 
munching some ver y sweet apples 
which lay scattered on the grass. 


Oy: 2 young man named 
Joe Green ca me to the stables. 
He was only forsrteen and a half, 
but he was.a nic e bright fellow and 
always came whistling to work, He 
was to be the: new stable boy for 
James was leaving. The horses 
liked Joe Gr een, for he was gentle 
and kind-hearted 

A few nights after James had 
left, Black Beauty had eaten his 
hay and was lying down on his 
straw fast asleep, when he was 
sudderily awakened by the loud 
ringing of the stable bell. Ina 
moment John was in the stable, 
putting on Black Beauty's saddle 
and bridle, The Squite stood at 
the. door of Birtwick Hall, with a 
lamp in his hand. 

“Now, John,”"he said, “you must 
ride for your mistress's life. Take 
this note to Dr. White. Then give 
your horse a rest at the inn,and be 
back as soon as you can.” 


John said, “Yes, sir,”and was off 
ina minute, through the park and 
the village, and down the hill to the 
tollga te. John shouted and thump- 
ed on the door, and the man soon 
came,outand threw open the gate, 

“Keep the gate open for the 
doctor,’’ called John. "Here's the 
money,”’ and away he went. 

‘There wasa long stretch of level 
road along the river. John said. 
“Now, Beauty, do your best,” and 
Beauty dicl. He needed no whip, 
and for two miles he galloped as 
fast as if he were in a race. When 
theycame to the bridge, John pulled 
him upa little and patted his neck, 

“Well done, old fellow,” he said, 
and then they were off as fast as 
before. The air\ sas frosty, the moon 
was bright, and it was very pleasant. 
‘They went throusth another village, 
through a dark w/0od, uphill and 
down, till after an eight miles’ run 
theycame to the town. Allwas still 
except for the clatter of Black 
Beauty's feet on the: stones. As 
they drew up at Dr. White’s door 
the clock in the church tower struck 
three. John rang the bell, and 
pounded on the door. An upstairs 
window opened, and out came 
Dr. White's head. 

“Whatdo youwant ?"he called. 

“Mrs. Gordon is very ill, sir. 
Master wants you to come right 
away. He thinks she'll die if you 
can't get there. Here's a note.” 

“Wait,” said the doctor. “I'll be 
fight down.” He closed the window, 
and was soon at the door. “The 
worst of itis,” he said, “my horse: 
has been on the go all day and is 
wom out. My son has taken the 
other horse. May! use yours ?” 


nm 


“He has come ata gallop nearly 
all the way, sir,” said John, “and [ 
‘was to give him a rest here; but | 
know my master wants you to get 
there ina hurry, sol quesshe would 
not object 

“All right,” said the doctor. “I'll 
be ready in a minute.” 

Black Beauty was very hot, and 
he was glad to stand there while 
John stroked his neck. Soon the 
dector came out with his riding 
whip. 

“You won't need that, sir," said 
Jobin. “Black Beauty will go till he 
drops. Take care of him, sir, if you 
can. I wouldn't want any harm to 
come to him." 

“No, John, of course not,” said 
the doctor. 

‘The way back to Birtwick Hall 
was even harder. The doctor was 
heavier than Jobn, and not so 
good a rider; but Black Beauty did 
his best. Little Joe Green was 
‘waitingat the lodge gate, and Squire 
Gordon was at the Hall door, for 
he had heard them coming. The 
doctor went into the house with 
the Squire, and Joe led Black 
Beauty to the stable. 

Poor Beauty !He was glad to get 
home, forhis legs shook underhim, 
and he could only stand and pant. 
There was not a dry hair on his 
body; the water ran down his legs; 
and he steamed all over. Joe stil 
hhad much to leam. He rubbed the 
horse's legs and chest, but he did 
notcover him with a warm blanket. 
He thought Black Beauty would 
be too hot. Then Joe gave him a 
pail of cold water to drink, put hay 
and comin frontof him and, think- 
ing he had done the right things, 








went away, 

Soon Biack Beauty began to 
shake and tremble. He felt freezing 
cold, and he ached all over. Oh, 
how he wished for his warm thick 
blanket, and for John to come; but 
John had eight miles to walk. 

Black Beauty lay down on his 
straw and tried to go to sleep. At 
last he heard John at the door. He 
gave a low moan, for he was in 
great pain. Ina moment John was 
athis side, stooping down over the 
horse. Black Beauty could not tell 
him how he felt, but John seemed 
to know. Quickly he covered the 
poor horse with two or three 
blankets, and then ran to the house 
forhot water. He made some warm 
gruel which Black Beauty drank. 
All this time John was talking to 
himself, and he seemed veryanary. 


“Stupid boy !" he kept saying. "No 
blanket !And I'll bet the wate" 
cold, too.” 

Black Beauty was verysick. Joh 
nursed him night and day, and the 
horse doctor came to see him every 
day. Little Joe Green was broken 
hearted to think he had let Black 
Beauty get sick, all because he did 
not know the right things to do. 

‘Themastercame outto the stable 
often to see his favourite. “My 
poor Beauty !" he said one day. 
“My good horse ! You saved your 
mistress's life, Beauty, Yes, you 
saved her life.” 

Ofcourse, Black Beauty was very 
glad to hear that, and slowly he 
began to getbetter. Then everyone 
vas happier at Birtwick Hall 

Black Beauty would have liked 
to stavin Birtwick Park forever; but 





sad chznges took place. The mist 
¥e85 was not well, and the doctor 
s@id she must go away to a warm 
country for two or three years. 
Everyone was sorry, for it meant 
the break-up of Birtwick Hall 
Ginger and Black Beauty were 
sold to the Squite’s friend, who 
was an Earl. Merrylegs was given 
to the Vicar, and Joe Green went 
along to take care of him. The 
children came out with their gover 
ness to say good-bye to their be: 
loved Merrylegs. 
"Have you decided what to do, 
John ?” the master asked 
“Well, sir," said John. “I've made 
up my mind that if could geta job 
with some good horse trainer it 
would be the right thing for me. 
Many young animals are fright 
ened and spoiled by wrong treat 


ment, and that need not be if the 
right man took them in hand. I get 
on well with horses, and if I could 
help some of them to a fair start 1 
should feel as if was doing some 
good. 

‘Yes,” said the master. “You 
understand horses, and they under. 
stand you. I'll do all I can to help 
you get such a job.” 

Then came the sad last day at 
Birtwick Park, Black Beauty and 
Ginger drove the Gordons to the 
railroad station and heard the 
mistress saying, “Good-bye, John, 
God bless you.” 

The next morning John took 
Black Beauty and Ginger across 
country about fifteen miles to Ear! 
shall Park, where the Earl lived. 
John patted the horses before he 
left them, and Black Beauty held 








his face close to John, for that was 
all he could do to say good-bye 
The Earl's house was very fine, 

and there were niany stables, 
but the horses were not as happy 
as theyhad been before. Theyhad 
to wear tight reins that held their 
heads up too high when they pulled 
the carriage, and they did not feel 
that the people around them loved 
their horses as much as the 
Gordons did. 

When the Eart’s family went for 
2 long visit to London, the horses 
‘were leftin the care of a man named 
Reuben Smith, Reuben understood 
horses and was good to them, but 
he had one great fault — he some 
times got drunk, 

‘One day Reuben rode Black 
Beauty to the White Lion Inn, where 
he told the hostlerto feed the horse 
well. A nail was coming loose in 
one of Black Beauty's shoes, 

Black Beauty thought it was very 
unlike Reuben not to see about 
the shoe, as he was usually very 
particular about loose nails. 

It was nearly nine o'clock when 
Reuben came back, and he was 
drunk and in very bad humour. 

‘Almost before they were out of 
town he began using the whip 
although Black Beauty was already 
going at a gallop. The moon had 
Not yet risen, and it was very dark 
The roads were stony, and Black 
Beauty's shoe kept getting looser 
and looser until it finally came off, 
Reuben kept driving ahead at a 
gallop over sharp stones that cut 
into Black Beauty's poor foot that 
had no shoe. 

Black Beauty stumbled and fell 
forward on his fréntknees, Reuben 








‘was thrown off, and he lay still on 
the ground, Black Beauty's knees 
and foot were badly hurt 

It took a long time for Black 
Beauty's wounds to heal, and then 
he was tured intoa meadow fora 
month or two, to rest. One day the 
Earl came to see him, He shook 
his head sadly, saying, “It’s a great 
pity, but I shall have to sell him. 1 
cannot have knees like those in my 
stables.” 

And so it was that Black Beauty 
was sold again 


B ck Beauty's life now became 

less happy. Without good care 
and nourishment he had grown 
weak and thin. He passed through 
‘manyhandsand was finallybought 
bya man called JerryBarker. Jerry 
seemed a cheerful little man, and 
Black Beauty immediately liked 
him. After a good feed of oats, 
Black Beauty was on his way to 
London, with Jeny on his back. 
When they reached the great city, 
the gaslamps were already lighted 
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‘Affer going through miles of sweets, 
Jerry guided his horse intoa narrow 
alley and pulled up in front of one 
of the houses, He whistled, and 
the door of the house flew open. 
Out ran a pretty young woman, 
followed by alittle girl and a boy. 
They all threw their arms around 
Jerry as he got off his horse. 

“Now then, Harry, myboy, open 
the gate, and Mother will bring us 
the lantern,” said Jerry. 

The next minute they were all 
standing around Black Beauty ina 
small stableyard 

“ls he gentle, Father 2” asked 
the little git. 

“Yes, Dolly, as gentle as your 
kitten. Come and pat him.” 

Dolly's little hand reached out to 
pat Black Beauty's shoulder. How 
good it felt !Then he wasled intoa 
clean and comfortable stable and 
given plenty of dry straw. After a 
good supper, he laydown to sleep, 
feeling that he was going to be 
happy again 

Jerry Barker, the new master, 











Wasa cab driver, Hany hel 
father to groom the new horse, 
and he had already said Black 
Beauty was “a regular brick.” It 
was a great treat for Black Beauty 
tobe petted again and talked to in 
agentle voice, and he let them see 
a well as he could that he wanted 
to be friendly, 

‘That aftemoon Jerry made sure 
the collarand bridle fitted comfort 
ably, and then Black Beauty was 
hitched to the cab. For the first few 
days he found his new work very 
hard. He was not used to London, 
and the rush and noise of traffic 
worried him, But he soon found 
out he could trust Jerry, and that 
made things easier. 

Jeny was a fine man as well as 
fine driver. He never used a whip 
on Black Beauty;he gave him plenty 
of food and water, cleaned the 
stable well, and saw toit that Sunday 
was a day of rest for his horse as 
well as for himself, 

‘When he was driving his cab Jerry 
was just as cheerful and kind, but 





his he would never make Bl 


jeauty 
{g0 too fast just because someone 
was impatient, Sometimes, if a 
passenger was anxious to get some- 
‘where ina hurry, and had a good 
reason, Jerry would say to Black 
Beauty, “Come on, my boy ! We'll 
show them how we can get over 
the ground !" And then they would 
go like the wind. 

‘And so the days passed. Black 
Beauty was happy with the Barkers 
One moming it was Harry who 
came to clean the stable. Black 
Beauty wondered where Jerrywas. 
‘At noon Dolly came with Harry to 
give the horse his food and water. 
Dolly was crying, and from their 
talk Black Beauty learned that Jerry 
was dangerously sick. Many days 
passed before he began to get 
better;and then the doctor said he 
‘was not strong enough to be a cab 
driver any longer. 

It was arranged that the Barker 
family should move to the country, 
where Jery would havea good job 
as coachman. This was very sad 


” 


news for Black Beauty. 

[wish we could take you with 
us," whispered Pollywhen she and 
the children came to say good-bye 
to the horse. She and Dolly put 
their faces close to his neck and 
kissed him. Harry said nothing 
but stood there sadly, petting him: 
Black Beautychanged hands once 
more. 





Black Beauty's next master 
Nicholas Skinner, was a cab 
driver, butaltogether different from 
Jerry Barker. There was never any 
rest for his horses,and Mr. Skinner 
was always ready to use a whip. 

Poor Black Beauty ! He was so 
tired that he wished he could drop 
down dead, and one day his wish 
almost came true 

Mr. Skinner had taken him to 
the railroad station to meet a train 


“There were four passengersin the 
party that climbed into Skinner's 
cab, and they piled so much bagg 
age on top that Black Beauty, al 
ready hungryand tired, could hardly 
pull the cab. 

He managed somehow until he 
came to a steep hill, but there the 
heavy load was too much for him. 
Mr. Skinner was using the whip, 
and Black Beauty was trying his 
best, when suddenly his feet sipped 
from under him and he fell heavily 
to the ground. As he lay there he 
could hear voices saying, “The poor 
horse ! He's dead ! He'll never get 
upagain.” But slowly he struggled 
to his feet and back to Skinner's 
stable. The horse doctor came to 
see him, that evening. 

If he could have six month's 
rest he'd be of some use agait 
said the horse doctor, “but he has 








been worked too hard, and there 
isn't any strength left in him.” 

““\can'tafford to lethim rest that 
Jong,” said Mr, Skinnerin his rough 
way. 

“Well,” said the doctor, “there's 
going tobe a sale of horsesinabout 
ten days. Feed him well and let 
him rest till the sale,and you might 
get something for him.” 

So once again Black Beauty went 
toa horse sale, holding up his head 
and hoping for the best. Some of 
the people who came to examine 
him looked not much better off 
than the poor horses they were 
bargaining about. Then Black 
Beauty noticed a nice-looking old 
farmer with a little boy. The farmer 
was wearing a broad-brimmed hat, 
and beneath it his round, ruddy 
face shone out kindly 

“There's a horse, Willie, that has 





known better days,” said the farmer, 
reaching out his hand to pat Black 
Beauty. And Black Beauty pushed 


his nose forward as if in answer to 
this kindness, 

Poor old fellow !" said Willie, 
stroking Black Beauty's face. “See 
Grandfather, how well he under 
stands kindness. Oh, Grandfather, 
please buy him and make him well 
again.” 

‘The farmer could not make up 
his mind right away, but Willie kept 
on talking about Black Beauty's 
good points until finally the old man 
paid five pounds for the horse and 
took bim home. 

Mr. Thoroughgood was the 
farmer's name. He and his grand: 
son Willie came every day to see 
iow Black Beauty was getting along 
in the pleasant meadow where he 
was tumed loose. The perféct rest 
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the good food, the soft grass and 
gentle exercise soon began to tell 
on Black Beauty's condition and 
spirits; and by the next spring his 
legs had improved so much that 
he seemed quite young again. 

Mr. Thoroughgood and Willie 
tried him out one dayin the carriage, 
and were much pleased with him! 
Black Beauty did so well that the 
farmer decided to find a good home 
for him. 

Earlyin the summer there came 
a day when Black Beauty was clean: 
ed with special care and taken toa 
pretty little house a mile or two 
from the village. 

“L hope the ladies will ike him,” 
said Mr. Thoroughgood. 

“Oh, [hope so, too,” said Willie, 
“because this would be such a good 
home for him, and I could come to 
see him often.” 

Then three ladies came out to 
look at the horse. They decided to 
keep him on trial 

“If you don't like him, send him 
back tome," said Mr. Thoroughgood. 

Black Beauty was taken to a 
comfortable stable, fed, and left to 


O¢ 


himself. 

The next day, when the groom 
wascleaning his face, he said, “This 
isjust ike the star that Black Beauty 
had. Iwonder where heisnow.” A 
little farther on, he came toa small 
scar on the horse's neck. The 
groom looked surprised. He went 
over Black Beauty carefully, talking 
to himself. 

“White star on hisforehead, one 
white foot, this little scar"— then, 
looking at the middle of the horse's 
back— “and here's thatlttle patch 
of white hair. It must be Black 
Beauty ! Oh, Beauty, Beauty, do 
youremember me ttle Joe Green, 
who almost killed you ?" And he 
began patting the horse all ‘over. 

The ladies were just as pleased 
as Joe was when he told them he 
was sure their horse was Squire 
Gordon's Black Beauty. The ladies 
liked him so well that they promised 
never to sell him. Joe Green was 
the best and kindest of grooms, 
and Willie came to see him often. 
His troubles were over. Black 
Beauty had found a happy home, 
at last. 
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‘A 2zonatime ago about hund 
red and fifty years before Christ 
was born, a Greek mathematician 
named Philon wrote a small book 
called De Septem Orbis Spectaculis 
<The Seven Wonders of the World. 
Due to the ravages of earthquakes 
and man himself only one of the 
seven still exists today. 








The Pyramids 








The Pharoahs of Egypt wished 
to live forever. So they built the 
Pyramids at Giza, as their eternal 
homes, The most famous of the 
Pyramids was that of Khufu or 
Cheops. It took a lakh of men 
twenty years to build it. When 
completed it was 755 feet wide 
and 481 feet tall! The most astonish: 
ing thing about the Pyramids that 
they are absolutely solid, except 
for the passages, and the tombs to 


* The illustrations ofthese monument 
by the ravages of in 
he only exception) have been 


which the passages lead. The ex 
terior walls polished with white 
limestone gleam in the hot desert 
sun even today. They are engineer 
ing marvels which have been silent 
witnesses to sixty-six centuries of 
history. 


* ThePyramid of Choops as it stand tod 








| Hang Gardens of Babylor 








The Hanging Gardens 


Babylon was called a city of 
Wonders. The Hanging Gardens 
were built by Nebuchadnezzar, a 
king of Babylon for his homesick 
wife. His wife was fromahilly coun: 
tryand Babylon was surrounded by 
flat plains. In order to comfort her 
the king built a beautiful green 
garden. This garden was very un: 
usual. It consisted of terraced bal 
conies standing on arches which 
were 75 feet high. Here groves of 
trees and a profusion of flowers 
and shrubs from all over the world 
were planted to please the queen. 
The gardens were fed with water 
from a reservoir built at the top 
‘which was in turn connected to the 
River Euphrates. These gardens 


were destroyed when the wonder- 
ful city of Babylon fel to invaders, 











‘The Temple of Diana 





The Temple of Dianawas located 
in the Greek city of Ephesus which 
is now on the coast of Turkey. It 
was the fifth Temple to be built on 
that site, It is said that Alexander 
the Great had agreed to give a 
large amount of money for the 
building of the Temple, ifhis name 
was inscribed on the walls. The 
Ephesians politely refused. The 
famous statue of Diana which stood 
in the Temple was said to have 
fallen from Heaven,and twice 
saved the city from destruction, 
The Goths destroyed the city but 
moder excavations have shown 


that the temple once covered 
80,000 square feet. 








The Statue of Zeus 








The Temple of Zeus at Olympia, 
‘was builtin gratitude at the end of 
the Persian Wars. It was built by 
Pheidias one of the greatest sculp 
tors of Greece, The finest jewellers, 
engravers and painters of the age 
worked on it under the inspired 
direction of Pheidias, The Statue 
of Zeus was made of ivory and 
gold, The body was wrought in 
ivory and his robe was made of 
gold. The Statue seems to have 


suddenly been destroyed. It's dis- 
appearance remains an archeo- 
logical mystery. 


The Tomb of Mausolus 


Mausolus was the King of Caria, 
which is now in South Turkey. 
When he died in 353.C. hisgrief 
stricken wife Artemisia dispatched 
emissaries to Greece to hire the 
finest architects, sculptors and 
attists to create the grandest tomb 
possible. Artemisia died two years 
later and never saw the tomb com: 
pleted. The tomb was 140 feet 
high and contained huge statues 

















* Tho statue of Zeus made otivery 








The Great Lighthouse 











‘ofthe king and queen. The Persians 
destroyed the tomb in 1522 and 
used the marble to build a fort for, 
themselves. 








The Colossus 








The Colossus of Rhodes was the 
magnificent bronze statue of the 
Sun God Helios which stood at 
the harbour of Rhodes looking out 
to sea. Why was it built? Ptolemy, 
the Pharoah of Egypt had helped 
the Rhodians in their war against 
Demetrius. In gratitude, the 
Rhodians decided to erect astatue 
of Helios in Ptolemy's honour, De 
signed by Chares of Lindus it form 
ed a huge landmark. 

This huge statue was destroyed 
inan earthquake sixty years after it 
was built. It lay in ruins for many 
centuries until it was finally sold 
away as scrap metal 


Built by Ptolemy Il in the 3rd 
century BC. the Lighthouse stood 
on the island of Pharos at the en. 
trance to the harbour. It was so 
famous that pharoscame to be the 
Greek word for lighthouse. It was 
built of sparkling white marble and 
soared above the sea toa height of 
600 feet. It had a great many 
storeys with windows that faced the 
sea. Huge torches and fires were 
burned at night to warn off ships. 

The foundations of the tower 
were built of glass blocks. Ancient 
historians insist that the light at the 
Pharos Summit was magnified by 
a mirror of transparent ‘stone 
Could the architect Sastratus have 
devised a lens long before it's 
inodem discovery? 





+The tomb of King Mausolus anit 








The Lighthouse of Alexandria 
was destroyed due to the greed of 
man. The Arabs who conquered 
Egypt had heard tales of great 
treasures buried under the Light 
house. They destroyed the tower 
to find that they had been deceived. 
An earthquake in 1375 completed 
the destruction of the great struc: 
ture, 


he term Wonder of the World 
has come to stand as a symbol 
of human vision, skill, endurance 
and effort. Scholars, scientists, 















Helios which stood looking out on the| 
Aagean Sea 








* The great Lighthouse of Alexandria which 
stood on foundations ol 











travellers and curators the world 
over have made several lists of 
Wonders of the World, Among 
these are the Great Wall of China, 
the Colosseum of Rome. the 
Temple of Aman at Karnak, the 
Leaning Tower of Pisa, Stonehenge 
of England and the Mosque at 
Sophia. 

The Wonders of the World need 
not neccessarily be man-made. 
The Angel falis, the Grand Canyon 
and the Rainbow bridge are some 
of the great Natural Wonders of 
the World 


Compiled by P. 









The English edition of 
Gokulam has made an 
excellent start with beaut 
ful articles, poems and 
stories. We now eagerly 
await the next issue 
Malini Narasimhan 
(aged 10) 
Athi Narasimhan 
{aged 9) 
Shaktinagar 
realy enjoyed the story 
Chip of the Old Biock 
Sports must bul acil’s 
character and teach him 
2 sense of fair play 
V. Raghavan, Madras. 
The second issue of 
Gokulam delighted our 
whole family. We particu: 
larly enjoyed the pictorial 
story The Magic Ring and 
the poem I want to be a 
Butterfly 
A Rajappan, 
Karumathampatt 
Please publish the add 
esses of Sunil Gavaskar, 
‘Allan Border. Viv Richards 
and Kapil Devin your next 
issue of Gokulam, 
M Veerabahu,Quilon 
ro 








prices 
The eldood day of | heat Aa 


Rejajiwereinterestingand | ET am, Hyderabad. 
inspiring. ‘The cartoons 

byUma which illistrated | The young reporters of 

the article were superb, | Gokulamdeserveaurcon- 

and caught the mood per- | gratulations. They have 

fecty done a splendid job. 1 

particularly enjoyed the 

J. Sujatha, | titles they had chosen for 

Madras. | their essays. | hope 


Gokulam plans_many 
The story called Adven tunes 
tures of Amar and ichibo J ets such oppurtunt 

wa nein forma Gen Bee, 
and most enjoyable. | ae 





Everyone loves tobe praised! But sac, CORULAL 


our appreciation of our loved ones is 
oiten silent. We do not pass on those few 
encouraging words. This lite boy does 
not believe in silent appreciation. A 
friendly smile, aspontancous hug, aword 
‘of praise, an encouraging pat on the back 
= these go a long way in spreading & 
happinessin the world. So ifyou care for 
someone make sure they know it 
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Who's A 


PRESIDENT? 


Loong, long ago, India was divid- 

ed into many small kingdoms. 
These were ruled by Kings and 
Queens. The Kings looked after 
the people of the countryand made 
sure they were happy. They 
couldn't do all the work so they 
had helpers and advisers called 
ministers to help them rule the 
country, 

The people could not choose 
their own King. When one King 
died his son became the next King. 
Some Kings were good men and 
looked after the people well. Some 
Kings were wicked and selfish. 
Then people were treated badly 
and suffered 

The British who at first came to 


India as tradesmen, eventually be: 
came the rulers. Indians began to 
think itwas unfair that people from 
another country should rule India 
After a long struggle the British left 
India. 


But some princely kingdoms 
continued to exist. The people of 
India didn'twant Kingsand Queens! 
again. 

How would they know 
whether the King's son would be a 
good ruler? So they decided to 
unite all the small kingdoms of 
India under a democratic form of 
Government. 





The word Democracy comes 
from two Greek words, demos 
means people, and Krateein means 
to rule, The word govern comes 
from the Latin word gubernare 
which means to steer a ship. India 
needed a government to steer the 
country along in the right direction. 
Now the people of India could 
choose their own leaders. 


T ne President of India is the 
Head of State. The Government 
functions in his name, He is the 
‘Supreme commander of the army, 
navy and airforce. Babu Rajendra 
Prasad was the frat President of 
india, 


~The Pronident has vo attend many public 
fanet eden Zahir H 


eon presenting an award te wallsat 
KES Venbataramah 






The people of India do not 
choose the President of India di 
rectly. They elect members of Pari 
‘ment and of various state assem 
lies, ‘These representatives form 
the Electoral College and they 
choose the President, A person so 
elected, remains President for five 
years, until another such election 
is held. 

When India became a deino: 
racy along lst of rules were written, 
‘This was called the constitution of 
India, The powers and duties of 
the President of India are also listed 
in this book, The President 
appoints the Prime Minister and 
the other Union Ministers. He also 
appoints ambassadors, governors 
and judges. A suggestion made by 
the Parliament can be carried out 
only if he gives his assent 

If for some reason he is ut 
satisfied with the way an Inelian 
State Government is workin) he 
can impose President's ule, suit 





















the state js ready to rule itselt again. . 
He can alsoimposeastateof emer 53," 
gency in the whole country if he __ the Parliams 
thinks it is necessary 

The Pre ent of India lives in a 
beautiful mansion called the 
Rashtrapati Bhavan in New Delhi 






the stage. In the old days he could 
Jrive down Raj Path in a beautiful 
open coach drawn by majestic 


horses, with his resplendent bod 
It was built by the British for theit guards in attendance, ‘This trad! 


Viceroys and Governor-General. Sua'ps in auencance, “Tis tradi 
Ithas many beautifully decorated (on pe Jhieciiaey 
rooms. The Ashoka Hall is the 
most famous of these. On Republic 
Day the President gives a tea'party 
inthe picturesque MoghulGardens This responsible office is the 
in Rashtrapati Bhavan highest in the land. It is a great 
A lot of pomp and ceremony is. honour for any Indian citizen to be 
attached to the office of President chosen President of his country, 


of India, All of you must be familiar 
with the colourful splendour of the 
Republic Day Celebrations, in which MEERA RAMAKRISHNAN 


ep him safe in an open carriag 
Today he drives by in a covered. 
bullet-proof car. 
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* How far is your school from yaur 
house? . is 
+ Its only 2 twenty-minute walk if 

you run fast 








Monk with glass, painted onan altar piece by Konrad von Soest, 1404. 


G [ss for protecting the eves 
from bright sunlight existed 
en in Roman times. Emperor 
| Nero must have had the most 
expensive pair of eyeglasses in the 
world, for he used emeralds for 
this purpose! Monks in the Middle 
Ages knew about the magnifying 
effect of glass and used it as a 
reading aid 
Some Dutch Historians say that 
the first spectacles were developed 
| in Venetia, which is now in Italy, 
They also say that a Florentine 
monk named Alessandro di Spina 
invented eyeglasses, We do not 
know how far this is true, but at all 
events eyeglasses are around seven 
hundred years old! 








Manyspectacle-maker quildsexis 
ted in Venetia in the early 14th 
century, The glass was manufac 
tured from the mineral beryl with a 
method that was kept secret fo 
many years. 

In those days, spectacles were a 
symbol of scholarliness and wisclor, 
They gave the wearer an aura of 
respectability. Asa result, they were 
used by magicians and quacks.” 

By the 17th century eyeglasses 
were a mass-produced commodity. 
Soon eyeglasses passed through 
various stages of development 
Benjamin Franklin invented bifocals, 
dividing his lenses for distant and 
near vision. At first bifocals were 
set in wood or horn. They were 
joined together with a flexible hinge 
and then with a fixed cross piece to 
hold them in front of the eyes by 
hand, It was only from the 17th 
century that the nose was used to 
support eyeglasses. Later sidebows 
censured that they sat firmlyin place. 

During the early days of rail travel 
passengers in open carriages were 
completely exposed to the soot 
from the locomotive. So “railway 
spectacles” with folding side 








“a quack is a person who dishonestly 
claims to have knowledge and skill 
especially in medicine. 








Benjamin Pranklin who invented bifocals 


windows sold on station 
platforms! 

Today contact lenses are a 
common alternative to spectacles, 
Short-sighted people can even have 
their problems treated surgically 
Human vanity has also turned 
spectacles into a fashion article 
Eyeglasses come in many different 
shapes, sizes and colours. They 
are seen as an expression of the 
wearer's life style. They are seen 
asa reflection of his personality, 





Compiled by E. Maya 
Courtesy : Hello Friends 
Radio Deutsche 
Welle 
(Voice of Germany) 
Cologne. 
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September’88. 


Dear Reader, 

lam very happy that so many of you enjoy reading 
mycolumn. lam very pleased with the enthusiasm you 
have shown, | really wish | could answer everyone of 
your questions but lack of space makes that 
impossible. 

This ime A. Vijayakumar from Chidambaram and 
E Giridharan from Bangalore have asked me about 
the Seven wonders of the world. The article on page 
81 will answer your questions. 

Manyof youhave written to me asking the meaning 
of words. You can aways find the meaning of a word 
from a dictionary. Some dictionaries can even give 
you the meanings of words in a difemt language. 

Ifyou have @ question on any subject, send it to 
me and don't forget to put your age down. My 
address: — 

‘Aunty Leela, 
Gokulam. 
Guindy, 
Madiras-600 032 


Hoping to hear from you soon, 


Your Friend, 


Aunty y Pests 








I study my lessons, but | forget 
them at once, What can | do? 

R. Jeeva 

Srivaikuntam. 

A famous philosopher, named 

John Locke once said that our 

minds are like an empty slate when 

we are born, Life a great teacher, 
writes on the empty slate, with the 
chalk of experience. We never 
forget what we have learnt. If 
you forget it only means that you 
have not understood, or absorbed 

a lesson, « A staall list of things to 

do everyday. You will soon find a 

difference in your approach to 

studias. 

1, Choose a time when you are 
feeling fresh and energetic 

2, Make a habit of studying at the 
same time every day. An hour 
and a half in the morning is a 
good time. 

3, Donotbe frightenedtoaskdoubts 
inclass, ifyou don't understand 
stop your teacher. Don't inter 
rupt the teacher but ask her for 
help at the end of the period or 
after class. 

4, Every subject — be it History or 
Civics, Maths or Science is in: 
teresting, Do not treat these 
subjects as questions and ans: 
wers to be studied in class 
History for example. is much 
more interesting than a story, 
for itis all true. Never think of 
studying as something awful 
Studying is fun and learning is 
exciting. Enjoy it! 

5. Read books other than your pre: 
scribed text-book so that you can 





understand all your. subject= 
better, (Turn to the Editorial on 
page 1) 

Why is soda fizzy? 





R. Sudha 
Bombay. 


Soda is a mixture of carbon: 
dioxide and plain water! Dry ice (a 
solid form of carbon-dioxide) is 
placed in huge steel containers. 
Pure water is poured in thin layers 
over a series of plates inside the 
container. Heavy pressure is ap: 
plied and the temperature is kept 
very low. Gradually the water ab: 
sorbs the carbon-dioxide and be: 
comes fizzy. This process is called 
carbonation ahd the carbonated 
water is bottled and sealed so that 
the gas cannot escape. » 


When carbonated dfinks are 


opened the pressure which’ has 
kept the liquid and gas mixed is 





suddenly released. The gas tries to 
escape into the air and little bubbles 
‘come racing up through the narrow 
neck of the bottle 

But why make water fizzy at all? 
Many years ago in Europe people 
travelled to watering placesto drink 
the water found in hot springs. 
‘The water in hot springs were heat: 
ed by volcanic activity deep under 
the earth, and contained many 
minerals which made it efferves: 
cent. People who drank this water 
were often curedof their ailments. 
Pethaps they contained minerals 
that were absent from the Euro: 
pean diet at that time. 

‘As they were thought beneficial 
to health scientists tried to prepare 
this fizzy water artificially. In 1772, 
Joseph Priestly published abooklet 
— Directions for Impregnating 
Water with Fixed Air, To this day 
carbonated drinks are often incor 
rectly called aerated drinks. Later 
Antoine Lavojser, a Frenchman 
identified Priestly’s Fixed Air as 
what he called gaz ocide carbon 
que. 

In 1775, an Englishman named 
John Mervin Nooth developed a 
special apparatus to prepare small 
quantities of fizzy water. Many 
improvements were made in 
Nooth's device. By the early part 
of the 19th century many bottling 
plants and factories had been set 
up all over the west. 

Why is milk white? 
'S.S. Radhika, S.S. Subha 
Tiruvengadu. 


Have you heard the term ‘Oil 
4 








and water ?'It is used to refer to 
people who are ukerly different 
from one another, Oil and water 
normally do not mix, But some: 
times oil and water can be mixed in 
certain proportions in the presence 
of an emulsifying agent. Such a 
mixture is called an emulsion. 
Emulsions are usually white. 

Milk is an emulsion in which 
protein acts as an emulsifying 
agent. Little drops of oil are spread 
evenly throughout the liquid. The 
protein helps t6 keep the oil and 
Water mixed. If there was no protein 
the oil and water would be separa 
ted. 

Try this experiment at home. 
Take a teaspoon of gingelly oil and 
squeeze a few drops of lime juice 
into it and mix it thoroughly, The 
mixture will turn milky white. This 
mixture is an emulsion. However 
if you leave it for awhile the two 
liquids will separate because there 
is no emulsifying agent to hold 
them together. Cold cream is an- 
other example of an emulsion. 


Why do people have dreams? 
C. Selvaraj, 
Coimbatore. 


Our brain is divided into many 
parts, Each part has a role to play, 
but the chief part (which controls 
our reason and judgement) helps 
the lesser parts to carry out their 
functions effectively. 

When we goto sleep the control: 
ling parts of the brain also sleep, 
bbutsome parts remain awake. Like 
naughty children theyrunwild, and 
instead of sleeping they work on 
the material of the past, particularly 
recent happenings. This causes 
ourdreams. The controlling parts 
are asleep, so we cannot distinguish 
between the real and the fancied. 
That's why such strange and im- 
possible things happen in dreams 
For instance, | have never learnt to 
swim but have often had dreams 
of swimming in the open sea! The 
part of mybrain which knows that | 
cannot swim is asleep! 

Why do paris of the brain stay 
awake when you are sleeping? Very 
often your stomach keeps parts of 
your brain awake! When you've 
had a heavy meal, less than three 
hours before you go to bed your 
stomach complains to your brain 
and keeps parts of itawake. Sounds 
could also disturb the sleepingbrain 
— a dripping tap, the banging of a 
door or a thunder storm! 

‘Sometimes you wake up and you 
remember every litle detail of your 
dream. This probably means that 
many parts of your brain have been 
awake. If youwake up witha vague 





sense of having had a dream 
you have slept fairly well. Only the 
deepest sleep is free from dreams. 
This is the best kind of sleep for it 
ensures the complete rest of your 
body. 

No-one has completely explain 
ed dreams. Perhaps some of you 
will be able to shed more light on 
the mysteries of dreaming one day! 


Why do we have hair on our 
heads? What is the use of our 
hair? 


P.R. Kavitha, 
Madras. 


we 


The hair on our heads cannot 
he said to have a use. Long, long 
ago before man began to wear 
any kindof clothing the hair on his 
body was useful for it protected 
him from changes in temperature. 

The body adaptsitself to human 
needs. Man evolved and learned 
to do without his protective over 
coat of natural hair. Perhaps hair 
will eveniually diappear from our 
heads. Why hasn't it done so al 
ready? Human beings are controll 
ed by fashion which dictates the 
maintenance of hair. We oil our 
hair and shampoo it, brush, comb 
or plait it to keep it looking nice. 
Asa result our hair keeps growing 
healthily: 


1S avi nta 


10 important ner 
‘of Tanjayur He was born in the eity 
of Chandara in Maharashtra, 
Sn Sarloy) Mahara 
id a wise 
many different languages, Besides his 
mother tongue Marathi he knew Tamil 
Telugu, Sanskrit, English, German and 
French. He learnt the European langu. 
1s from a Christian missionary named 
Schwa 
He cared deeply for his subjects. He 
arrangements for the supply of 
and introduced a system, 
of drainage in Tanjavur. He strove for 
the upliftment ofthe poor and introduced 
new schemes for free food and education, 


Sri Sorfo}i Maharajawas a great patron 
ofthe arts. Music and painting flourished 
In his time. The Tanjavur temple tank 
was built during his reign. He was th 
author of several books and started his 
‘own press to print them, He was also a 
talented painter. He travelled from place 
to place and collected many, rare and 
valuable books, The Saraswati Mahal 
Library which he started in Tanjavur is 
famous the world over today, 


uler, He was wellversed in 


rts 











Sti Sarfoji Maharaja was a pious man, 
and an ardent devotee of Lord Siva. He 
made several generous donations to the 
Tanjavurtemple, An account of his great 
contribution is to be found in the work 
named Sarabhendra Bhoopala Kuravanit 
writen by Siva Kozundu Desikan, 
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Di Kintinn 


Stup by sten he rose to the 


highe 
President of India, 

His ancestors came from a village called 
Sarvapall.. They had moved to Thiru 
hari which was not far from th 
inorder to earn thei lvelh 

Radhakrishnan’s father Veeraswamy 
was a purhoitby profession and alearned 
Sanskeit scholar, Radhakrishnan’s early 
‘education began under his father's tutel 
age 

Even as a chikd Ro 
lover of books. He wouldeftensit alone 
‘and mullover all be had read. After high 
school he was ensalled in the Christian 


college at first in Vellore and later in 
Madras and was awarded his degree 
During his time in the Christian colleges 
he observed how the Christians worked 
for the cause of spreading Christianity 
He was inspired to do the same for his 
own religion, 

He was appointed the Vice Chancellor 
of Benaras Hindu University, He travelled 
abroad and workedhan! to make people 
aware of the relevance and importance 
‘of Hinduism. Soon people began to call 
him a philosopher. 

After Independence Dr. Radhakrishnan, 
was chosen as the Indian Ambassador to 
Russia. He became the Vice President 
‘and later the President of our country. 
He was awarded the Bharat Ratna — the 
highest honour in the land 
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